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THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

" This is certainly one of the most enthralling of the novels of a writer who knows 
how to enthral. . . . Of its power and interest there can be no more doubt than of its 
extraordinary and subtle mode of delineating character." — Guardian, 

• This is one of Georges Ohnet's best books, and it is a pleasure to have such an 
excellent translation as Mr. Fred. Rothwell has given us. The book is very exciting, 
and for English readers owes no little of its interest to the translator." — King. 

" The opening chapter . . . strikes a chord of strong human interest which never 
relaxes as plot and counterplot are evolved before the eyes of the reader. The characters, 
good and evil, are drawn with a firm hand ; and, all round, this is a powerful piece of 
realistic fiction. The translation, which is by Mr. Fred. Rothwell, reads naturally."— 
Scotsman. 

"The tragic f£f>WM««£«^ is worked out with considerable skill. . . . A story which, 
in point of sensational excitement, leaves nothing to be desired." — Glasgow Herald. 

" One of Georges Ohnet's best novels, and it has lost nothing in the excellent transla- 
tion before us. . . . The book is exciting from beginning to close." — Literary World, 

" One of Ohnet's best stories." — Lady's Pictorial. 

" It is highly exciting, and may he recommended to those in search of stirring situa- 
tions and vivid sensations. . . . The risquS element is refreshingly conspicuous by its 
absence."— To-day. 

** M. Ohnet can always be depended upon to provide a novel full of dramatic situations 
and teeming with exciting incidents. . . . The book before us is a striking and powerful 
story, which vdll be followed with breathless interest. . , . The story of Marcel's 
entanglement is very powerfully told." — Ladies' Field. 

"A good translation of this strong if sensational story." — Tiines. 

*' The story is presented with that spirited impressionism which is so much more 
often found in French novels than elsewhere." — Daily News, 

*' A story of considerable power and interest. It is a novel of incident, the characteri- 
sation being throughout subsidiary to the development of the plot. The plot itself is one 
of amazing ingenuity, and is woven with M. Ohnet's accustomed skill. . . . ' The 
Woman of Mystery* is the pivot of the story. She is vividly presented, and may not 
unfairly challenge comparison with that immortal adventuress. Milady of * Les Trois 
Mo usque taires.' . . . The story is bravely told. ... It is one of those few novels you 
are forced to read at a single sitting." — New Age. 

"A spirited version. ... It will be acceptable to English readers." — St. James's 
Gazette. 

" Messrs. Chatto & Windus deserve the hearty thanks of fiction-lovers for their enter- 
prise in publishing translations of the novels of Georges Ohnet. The latest of these, 
many will read at a sitting— since not for one moment does the interest flag."— .5".^? ^f A. 

" A good story.''— r. f.'s Weekly, 



THE 

WOMAN OF MYSTERY 



GEORGES OHNET 

AUTHOR OF "the IRONMASTER," "DOCTOR RAMEAU," ETC. 



TRANSLATED BV FRED. ROTHWELL, B.A. 




A NEW EDITION 



LONDON 

CHATTO & WINDUS 

1904 



f J^ 



&^ 



^-"-O 



' Wo 



A^L^i^i- 



PRINTED BY / 

WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 
LONDON AND BECCLES. 



CONTENTS 

PAGB 

PART I ' 

PART II 135 

PART III ... ... - ••• 260 



;><<: :' 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

PART I 

CHAPTER I 

In his study, situated in the Rue Saint-Dominique, the 
Minister of War was walking to and fro. In furious fashion 
he twisted his moustache, which seemed even redder than 
usual, as he nervously fingered his eyeglass, in a manner 
which promised anything but a cordial welcome to any who 
entered his presence. Doubtless, his oiScers were well 
acquainted with the reasons of his ill-humour, for a pro- 
found silence reigned all around, and the great man's solitude 
was undisturbed save by the querulous twitterings of the 
birds in the garden. A minute later, he seemed to lose all 
patience, and, marching to the mantelpiece, he pressed an 
electric bell. An usher, with anxious mien, at once ap- 
proached. 

" Has Colonel Vallenot returned ? " exclaimed the 
Minister, in fierce tones. 

The servant shrunk away, as though he would have 
liked the earth to open and swallow him ; then he stammered, 
faintly — 

" I do not think so, sir — I will ask " 

The General became purple with rage. An oath burst 
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forth from his h'ps like a bombshell, then a second, the third 
was useless. The door was again closed, the servant had 
vanished. 

" What can Vallenot be doing all the time he has been 
gone ? " muttered the Minister, as he resumed his pacing 
about the room. " Ah ! This is the way I am served ! " 

Before he could finish, the usher had opened the door, 
and announced — 

« Colonel Vallenot." 

A man of fifty years of age, tall and thin, with blue eyes 
and light moustache, marched briskly into the room, and, 
after saluting his superior in friendly wise, said — 

" You seem to have lost all patience. General, I found 
an officer waiting for me at the very door of the War Office. 
The fact is, this has been anything but a small matter. 
After all, I have done everything possible " 

" Indeed ! " interrupted the Minister, impatiently. " You 
have just come from Vanves ? " 

" Yes, General." 

"Alone?" 

" No ; I took with me one of our cleverest detectives. 
You had not given me this authorization, but I took upon 
myself the responsibility." 

" You have done quite right. But are you sure he is 
trustworthy ? " 

" Absolutely. He is a former sub-officer. Besides, I did 
not reveal to him the real object of my researches ; he knows 
nothing important, and imagines he has simply been my 
auxiliary in an inquiry into the causes of a catastrophe 
hitherto ill-explained. We have nothing to fear in this 
direction." 

" Well, what has been the result of your researches ? " 

" If you will allow me. General, we will divide the inquiry 
into two parts, one consisting of moral circumstances, the 
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other of material facts. The affair is more complicated than 
you at first thought, and when I have finished, your em- 
barrassment, instead of having lessened, will probably have 
increased." 

" Impossible ! " 

He sat down before the desk, leaned over on his elbows, 
and, motioning to the Colonel to take a seat in an armchair 
by his side, said — 

" Now, tell me everything." 

** The house tenanted by General de Trimont is situated 
above the village of Vanves, near the fort. It was the night- 
watch which gave the alarm, and the garrison which organized 
first aid when the fire broke out. Nothing worth mention- 
ing remains of the building. The explosion of the com- 
bustible matter contained in the laboratory has disorganized 
the very foundations, and the eifect has been formidable. 
Stones hurled into the air have been found more than a mile 
distant, and the surrounding gardens belonging to the peasants 
are covered with debris. Had there been houses in the 
neighbourhood, the loss to property would have been 
enormous " 

The Minister interrupted. 

" The effects of melinite, probably ? " 

" No, General, something quite different ! Increase a 
hundred-fold the effects of the powder actually employed in 
charging our bombshells, and then perhaps you will have the 
equivalent of the destructive power revealed by the explosion 
of General de Tr^mont's laboratory." 

The Minister shook his head. 

" Yes ; that is what he told me the last time I saw him 
at the Artillery meeting. He was on the trace of a discovery 
destined to give to our cannons so crushing a superiority 
that we were to become for long the arbiters of victory. 
The struggle against us would have been marked by such 
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massacres, accomplished with such absolute precision, that 
our military supremacy would have been certain once more. 
Has this had anything to do with the discovery ? " 

" Then you admit^ General, that malevolence may not 
have been entirely foreign to this mishap ! " 

"I admit nothing, Vallenot. I suspect everything. 
When you have told me all you know, we will talk it 
over. Continue." 

" On reaching the spot, we found a body of troops, who 
had been ordered by the Ministry to proceed there, guarding 
the approaches of the property. There was already collected 
a crowd of three or four hundred people, discussing the 
matter, without counting a score of journalists, who made 
more noise than all the others together. They were com- 
plaining that they were not allowed to visit the spot where 
the explosion had taken place among the still smoking ruins 
of the villa. But there was in command a stern little lieu- 
tenant, who, in quite military fashion, had maintained order. 
Probably the press will be against us, but in the mean time 
we shall not have been interrupted ; and that is something 
to be thankful for. Inside, there was only the secretary of 
the Prefecture of Police and the head of the detective force. 
My agent and I had come at the right moment. The 
researches were just beginning " 

"Where? In the house?" 

" On the site of what had been the house, and which 
now offered to the gaze nothing but a gaping hole, at the 
bottom of which appeared a cellar, the vaults of which had 
been burst open. A staved-in barrel of wine formed a red 
pool on the floor. Not a trace of the staircase remained. 
The very steps had disappeared, and the stones were broken 
up into fragments as large as pigeons' eggs. Never should 
I have thought such a crumbling possible. Wonderful to 
relate, one side of a wall which must have belonged to a 
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wash-house remained standing, along with a narrow window, 
in the iron bars of which a cloth-rag was waving. We were 
all staring at this solitary vestige of the disaster, when the 
chief of the detective force cautiously approached the spot. 
Raising his stick, he touched the shapeless rag hanging there, 
picked it up from the ground with an exclamation of surprise, 
and exposed it to our gaze. It was a human arm, still covered 
with both coat and shirt sleeves, cut off at the elbow, and 
covered with blood, the hand quite black." 

" Most extraordinary ! " exclaimed the Minister. 

" Rather sinister. General," continued Colonel Vallenot. 
" I have seen hundreds of men killed on the field of battle, 
and thousands of wounded carried off in ambulances. At 
Gravelotte, I saw the head of the captain of my squadron 
roll at my feet, and the eyes wink repeatedly in the dust. 
It had been carried oS by the bursting of a shell. In Tonkin 
I have found soldiers cut in four, their faces still grinning in 
spite of their torture. But never have I been so impressed 
as I was by this human arm, the sole remaining vestige of 
the drama we were trying to understand. The Government 
agent was the first to regain his sang froid, and he said, 
* Gentlemen, this is an important piece of evidence. This 
arm has evidently been hurled across these bars by the 
explosion. But to whom did it belong ? Is it one of the 
ill-fated General de Tr^mont's arms ? ' * The General did 
not live alone in the villa,' observed the detective. ' There 
was a cook and a man-servant. Let us at once eliminate the 
supposition of the cook. This is a man's arm ; accordingly, 

it belonged either to the General or to his valet. Unless ' 

There was a silence. The Government agent turned towards 
him and said, ' Well, finish. Unless it belongs to the author 
of the catastrophe himself.' " 

"Ah!" said the Minister ; "then he, too, thought the 
affair might be the result of a crime." 
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" Yes, General ; and, as he spoke, he examined with 
the most minute attention the smutty, blackened hand. 
Carefully separating the fingers, he drew from the fourth 
finger a ring, which none of us had noticed ; and, holding 
it aloft in triumph, said, ' The question is decided, if this 
ring belongs to the General. If not, we still doubtless 
possess a valuable piece of circumstantial evidence, which 
will permit us to unravel the mystery.' " 

" A ring ! The deuce ! I never remember seeing 
Tr^mont wearing a ring ! No ! I would take my oath 
on it. He never wore an ornament of any kind in his life, 
much less a ring. It would have been absurd in a man 
who was in the habit of handling acids from morning to 
night ! No metal would have resisted the oxidising action 
of the substances he used in his experiments. But what 
kind of a ring was it ? " 

" An engagement ring, General. When rubbed with a 
glove-skin, the gold circle shone out, freed from the soot 
which tarnished it. Our agent fingered it a moment, then 
pressed it with his nail, and the ring separated in two. 
• Look here, gentlemen ! ' he exclaimed. ' There are letters 
engraved in the interior. Whatever happens, we now hold 
a clue.'" 

" This fellow has, indeed, proved himself very clever, 
Vallenot," said the Minister. " Up to the present, I find 
that he is the only one who has shown any initiative. I 
must remember it." 

" Wait a little. General. I have not yet reached the 
end. The Government agent had taken up the engagement 
ring, and was examining it. He finally placed it coolly in 
his pocket, with the words, * We will look into this later 
on,' And there we all stood, rather discountenanced by 
the strange intervention of the magistrate in leaving our 
curiosity thus disappointed. On due reflection, perhaps he 
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was right in postponing for a more thorough examination 
the information destined to result from this discovery, in 
not publishing proofs which might be of supreme importance. 
Still, if he wished to keep the secret of his investigations, 
he was disappointed, for at that very moment our agent, 
pursuing his inquiries, had removed the double sleeve, 
and laid bare the naked arm. This time it was no longer 
possible to conceal what he had found. On the forearm, 
between the wrist and the bleeding end, a blue tattooing 
appeared, representing a heart surrounded with flames, 
around which could be read the words ' Hans und Minna,' 
and beneath the German word 'Immer,' signifying 'Always.' 
* Gentlemen,' said the Government agent, fixing his eyeglass, 
' I demand of you the utmost discretion. A single word on 
what we have just discovered might have the most serious 
consequences. We may be in presence of an anarchist 
plot, or be obliged to suspect foreign interference. The 
affair is assuming quite unexpected proportions. In all 
probability a crime has been committed.' " 

" The deuce ! " exclaimed the Minister. " I say, 
Vallenot, this is becoming serious ! Perhaps we ought at 
once to inform the President of the Board of " 

" The secretary of the Prefect of Police must have done 
so already. As soon as he saw how matters were turning, 
he did not wait for the end of the inquiry, but immediately 
rode off to the Place Beauvau." 

"The first thing to do is to prevent the press from 
saying anything silly. If we have a crow to pick witli 
foreign agents, for Trdmont's investigations were suspected 
in Europe, it is of the highest importance that no suspicions 
be aroused, so that we may try to seize the authors of this 
guilty attempt." 

" That is what we thought, General, and, consequently, 
all arrangements have at once been taken. It was absolutely 
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necessary to throw public opinion on a false scent. Accord- 
ingly, the theory of a chance accident was inevitable. It 
was at once decided that all communications made to the 
press should have this object in view. General de Tr^mont 
was rather eccentric, we must say, engaged in commercial 
chemical investigations, and it was his imprudence which 
had brought about the accident which has now cost him 
his life." 

" Poor Tr6mont ! So fine a savant as he was ! Well ! 
well ! State reasons must predominate. But it is hard to 
contribute in heaping calumnies on an old comrade ! " 

"Do not have such thoughts. General," interrupted 
Colonel Vallenot, with a smile. " There are surprises in 
store for us which will, doubtless, lessen your regret." 

" What do you mean ? " said the rough soldier, frowning. 
" You do not intend to utter calumnies against my friend 
from childhood, my comrade in war ? " 

" God forbid. General ! I shall simply give you the facts 
on which you desired information. If I have the misfortune 
to displease you, you will not be angry with me ; you are 
too just for that." 

" What is the meaning of this silence ? Continue right 
to the end. Colonel ; speak freely." 

" So I intend to do. General. Well, then, the secretary 
of the Prefect of Police had just undertaken to supply the 
version arranged by us to the numerous reporters waiting 
there, held in check by the line of troops, and to inform 
the Minister of the Interior, in case the police might have 
to be called in, when a great uproar arose from the direction 
of the village. A tumult of cries and shouts was heard. 
The lieutenant was preparing to go and see what was 
happening, when a man, breaking through the sentinels, 
ran up to us, bare-headed, with troubled countenance, and 
exclaiming, in tones of despair, ' My master ! O God ! 
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What has happened to the house ? Not one stone left on 
another ! ' Thereupon he halted, sank down on the ruins, 
and began to weep bitterly. We looked at him in silence, 
moved by his grief, and foreseeing some speedy enlighten- 
ment on the dark situation we were in. ' Who are you, 
my friend ? ' asked the Government agent. The man raised 
his head, passed his hand over his eyes to brush away his 
tears, and, raising up to us a countenance at once intelligent 
and determined, said, ' The General's head servant, sir, for 
the last twenty years. Ah ! If I had been there, this 
disaster might perhaps have been avoided ! At any rate, 
I would have died with him 1 ' " 

" It was Baudoin ! " exclaimed the General. " The 
brave fellow had escaped ! Ah ! That is fortunate. We 
shall learn something from him ! " 

" Yes, General, but not the enlightenment we expected. 
Rather the contrary." 

" In what way the contrary ? " 

" I will explain. The night before, about six o'clock, 
the General was in his garden, strolling about, after working 
all day in the laboratory, when a telegram reached him from 
Vanves. He read it, continued his walk for a few minutes, 
with bowed head, as though in profound meditation, then he 
called Baudoin. 'You must set out for Paris,' he said to 
him. ' I have an important order to give to my chemist, 
who lives in the Place de la Sorbonne. Give him this letter, 
then go to M. Baradier and pay him my respects. Then 
dine, and, if you like to spend the evening at the theatre, 
you may do so ; here is a five franc piece. Return to- 
morrow morning with the chemicals.' 

" Baudoin, who knew what it all meant, understood that 
the General wished him to leave the house for the whole 
night. He was anything but pleased at this, because, he 
said, it was not the first time that it had happened, and 
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' Is the Baroness there ? ' ' Certainly,' replied the voice of 
a woman. ' Could you imagine otherwise ? ' The man 
was the first to descend. But the General gave him no time 
to help his companion to descend ; he sprang forward with 
the eagerness of a lover, and, almost carrying off the lady in 
his arms, exclaimed, with extraordinary ardour, ' Come, 
madame, you have nothing to fear — no one can see you.' 
The man uttered a brutal laugh, and said, in guttural tones, 
' Do not trouble about me, I will follow you,' and all three 
disappeared into the garden. Baudoin, astonished, had only 
time to place on the wall a ladder which happened to be 
there. As soon as he could look into his master's garden, 
the alleys were empty, but the large window of the laboratory 
was shining through the darkness. The faithful fellow said 
to himself, ' What is to be done ? Enter the house ? Play 
the spy on the General ? Disobey his orders ? For what 
reason ? Has he not the right to receive any one he pleases ? 
What am I thinking about ? Is it likely that the people he 
receives are objects of suspicion ? Their carriage is waiting 
at the door, a sign that they will not remain long, but will 
return to Paris immediately. Here I am, troubling my head 
for nothing in all probability ! All I can do now is to obey 
my master.' He descended the ladder, proceeded along the 
hedge, left the garden, and reached the railway. His master's 
orders were now literally followed, except that the drug store 
was closed when he arrived there, and he was obliged to 
return the following morning. When he reached Vanves, 
he found the approaches to the General's property occupied 
by a guard, the villa in ruins, and his master vanished from 
the scene of the catastrophe." 

Colonel Vallenot had finished. Profound silence, inter- 
rupted only by the twittering of the birds in the neighbouring 
trees, reigned in the Minister's study. The old soldier, lean- 
ing forward on his desk, his head resting on his hand, was 
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buried in reflection. After a short pause, he said, with a 
sigh— 

" How surprising all this is ! Doubtless here is the key 
of the whole matter. These two unknown characters, 
one with a foreign accent, coming mysteriously by night to 
see Tr^mont, and their visit followed by such a frightful 
cataclysm ; what does it all mean ? Is it an accident or a 
crime ? And, if a crime, what motive inspired it ? " 

Rising, he crossed to the window, with anxious mien, 
then returned mechanically to his desk, resumed his seat, 
and, again fixing his eyes on the Colonel, said — 

" Well ! Vallenot, what happened after this honest 
fellow had finished his tale ? What measures were taken ? " 

"A squad of soldiers from the fort had been sent for, 
and the ruins were carefully searched, under the supervision 
of the police. Nothing, however, was found. The de- 
struction was too complete. With the exception of the 
side of the wall still standing, not a single piece of anything 
was left whole. Still, after a couple of hours' examination 
of the dibris, from which arose a very strong odour of 
fulminate of mercury, the diggers brought to light an iron 
chest, with broken hinges, the bottom of which was 
curiously pierced with thousands of holes as though with 
an auger." 

" That is one result of the explosion," interrupted the 
Minister. " You are aware that we have in our shrapnels 
similar cases of rupture. It is quite possible the initial 
explosion took place in this chest. Has it been kept ? " 

" It was handed over to the Government agent." 

" We may need it again when we undertake an analysis 
of the substances which occasioned the deflagration. Finish 
your explanations. What became of the carriage stationed 
in front of the door I " 

"The carriage must have left before the accident. 
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There was not a trace of it on the road near the villa. 
The customs officers, on being interrogated, declared that 
a brougham, driven by tw^o horses, returned to Paris about 
eleven o'clock. To the question, 'Have you anything to 
declare ? ' a female voice had replied, * Nothing.' As for 
the explosion, the guard at the fort reports that it took place 
about three o'clock in the morning." 

" Then the man with the foreign accent had remained, 
after the departure of the carriage ? " 

" Most probably." 

" You are not certain ? " 

" I did not wait for the end of the investigations ; I 
came away to inform you of what I had learnt, leaving 
behind me our agent, with orders to return here at once, 
after the final statement had been made." 

" Perhaps he is here now ? " 

Colonel Vallenot pressed the electric knob, and the 
usher appeared. 

" Has Laforit returned ? " 

" Yes, Colonel, a minute ago." 

" Send him here." 

Closing the door with considerable precaution, the agent, 
with firm step, a sonorous cough, and head raised in military 
fashion, as he stood at attention, appeared before his prin- 
cipals. 

The Minister examined for a moment the man's frank, 
martial face ; then he asked briefly — 

" Colonel Vallenot has reported all that had taken place 
up to the time of his departure from Vanves. Complete 
his version by telling us what you have learnt since. Take 
a seat, Vallenot." 

" Monsieur le Ministre," said the agent, " I will come 
at once to the most important point : the body of General 
de Tr6mont has been found." 
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"In the ruins .V 

"In the garden. At first no one thought of searching 
beyond the house and the ddiris. It was whilst exploring 
the bushes that the body of the General was discovered, 
close to the entrance gate." 

"What ! Had the explosion projected him so far ?" 

The agent replied — 

"The body had not been projected by the explosion. 
It had remained on the very spot where it had been struck 
by a knife under the left shoulder-blade. The General was 
dead when the explosion took place, and certainly the 
explosion was caused by the assassin." 

" The man with the foreign accent ? The companion 
of the lady the General called ' Baroness ' ? " 

The agent kept his countenance before these bold 
questions. For a moment he appeared to be reflecting ; 
then he said — 

" Yes, the one who has left his arm in the ruins of the 
villa, and who in forcing open the chest escaped death only 
by a miracle. The man named Hans, in short." 

" But what makes you say that he escaped death ? " 
asked the Minister. 

" Because I found tracks in the garden continued outside 
on the road he followed, leaving his blood behind at every 
step. The man must be endowed with indomitable energy 
to have had the strength to escape, mutilated as he was, 
to reach the fields, and there, doubtless, find some market 
cart or other to pick him up and carry him to Paris ; but 
this is an additional inquiry to be made, and a track to be 
followed up." 

" In your opinion, then, it is the man who came with 
the woman who killed the General ? " 

" Yes, Monsieur le Ministre ; most likely when the 
General was conducting them back to the carriage. The 
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murder took place close to the gate. The sand is trodden 
down as though a struggle had taken place, and the body 
had been carried off behind the bushes. The traces of the 
trailing legs are quite visible. The woman probably helped. 
At any rate, once the murder accomplished, she must have 
left, whilst the man stayed behind. He robbed the General 
of his keys, which never left him, and which have not been 
found ; in addition, he took his watch and portfolio, so that 
it might be believed that a murder, the motive of which was 
robbery, had been committed ; then he entered the villa, 
and worked in the laboratory. It was with the laboratory 
that he had to do." 

" How do you know this ? " 

" From what Baudoin, his valet, said. It appears that, 
one day, whilst placing things in order, in the cabinet of 
the General, the latter entered on his way from the laboratory. 
He took a few paces in the room, rubbing his hands together ; 
then he said almost to himself, 'This time our fortune is 
made ! What will Hans say ? ' For a week the General 
had been working hard at an experiment, which had hitherto 
failed, and from which he expected great results. On 
different occasions, formerly, he had temporarily dismissed 
his valet, certainly with the object of receiving his mysterious 
guests at night." 

" Good ; we will admit what you say regarding the 
man," said the Minister, captivated by the explanations of 
his agent. "But, in your opinion, what shall we think 
of the r6le played by the woman ? " 

"That is much more evident. Monsieur le Ministre; 
both indications and proofs abound. The General de 
Trimont has been the victim of a too tender disposition. 
I know nothing of the General's secrets or researches, though 
the journals have on different occasions spoken of his investi- 
gations. He was a member of the Academy of Science, an4 
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his reputation as a savant was fully established. Suppose 
for a moment that M. de Tr^mont had made a discovery 
of interest to the future of European armies, and that some 
one Power wished to obtain information as to the value of 
his invention — obtain possession of it, perhaps. Do we not 
know that women have been, only too often, the best 
political agents employed in our country ? In spite of his 
age, the General remained very susceptible. A young woman, 
beautiful and intelligent, is placed in his path. He meets 
her by chance, falls in love with her. But the fair one is 
guarded ; she is obliged to take great precautions. A com- 
plaisant friend, relation, perhaps, under the cover of science, 
facilitates the interviews by accompanying the lady, so as 
to throw some imaginary rival oflF the track. Whilst the 
old lover is paying his court, the benevolent companion, 
observes, takes his measures, skilfully questions, and obtains 
the confidence of the one to whom he is rendering a service. 
Passion lulls all fear, and a sweet smile and caressing eyes 
drive one to acts of folly. Then, one fine night, the General 
de Tr^mont, who has, doubtless, finished his discovery, is 
visited by the unknown couple. The woman tries to obtain 
the secret. She does not succeed. Then the man, as a 
last extremity, decides to strike. The General falls under 
the dagger ; his accomplice takes to flight. The assassin 
returns with the keys, searches the laboratory, and tries to 
open the chest containing the precious products. But the 
dreaded powder, unskilfully handled, avenges its maker, and, 
in a terrible explosion, annihilates at the same time both 
formula and the one trying to steal it. This is how it is 
possible, Monsieur le Ministre, to make a guess at the events 
now occupying our attention. But — I do not wish to 
deceive myself — this is only conjecture. There may be 
other versions, more certain, if not more likely. What is 
an absolute fact is that General de Tr^mont has been 

c 
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assassinated, that the murderer was one of the two persons 
received that night at the villa, and that the explosion fol- 
lowing on the crime has been caused by the imprudence of 
the man we may name Hans, who has been grievously 
wounded." 

The Minister and Colonel Vallenot looked at one another 
for a moment in silence. Then the Minister said to the 
agent — 

"I thank you for your report, but do not trouble any 
further in the matter, which is in the hands of the police. 
If we have any additional investigations to make, I will 
send for you. Now go, and do not say a word to any one 
on the matter." 

LaforSt bowed, gave a military salute, and, with the 
same tranquil precision, left the room. The two principals 
sat there absorbed by what they had heard, going over once 
more all the details of this drama, which was becoming 
materially so clear, but remained morally so obscure. The 
precautions taken by the two accomplices appeared so 
perfect, that it was doubtful whether the truth could be 
learned concerning them. One hope remained — the 
wounded man, with his arm cut off, might be found, half- 
dead with exhaustion on the road. By questioning the 
inhabitants of the neighbourhood, the man might be dis- 
covered ; doubtless the police were already on the track, and 
the most adroit detectives as well. 

" You know, Vallenot, Tr^mont was my senior. He 
retired before the age limit, the more easily to devote his 
time to scientific research ; as he had serious money 
difficulties." 

" And now," said Colonel Vallenot, " we have reached 
the point I wished to come to, when I said, at the beginning 
of my report, that, after examining the material facts, we 
should deal with the moral considerations of this affair. 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 19 

The examination of facts is over. There has been the 
death of a man, probably an attempt at robbery, and finally, 
the complete destruction of an inhabited house. But under 
what conditions have all these criminal acts been accom- 
plished?" 

" I understand what you mean. You see in this affair 
something other than a criminal attempt. You suspect a 
plot of a special order, something very delicate, fastidious, 
dangerous even." 

"Yes, General, because in this case, we have not our 
hands quite free in the search of the causes, hindered as we 
are by diplomacy, by politics, and often even by such unex- 
pected complicities that we are first obliged to beat about 
the bush, then to withdraw, and finally, give up all idea of 
proceeding with rigour. Shall I enumerate the affairs in 
which we have come to no certain issue for several 
years ? " 

" It is unnecessary, I am sufSciently well informed on 
the situation, and have a tolerably good idea of what you 
possess in the archives. How long have you been in the 
Ministry, Vallenot ? " 

" Ten years, occupying different positions, with intervals 
of service in the regiments. We have never ceased being 
exploited by other nations, with a skill, an audacity, and a 
perseverance, against which all our efforts have been in vain. 
The most important captures have always been effected by 
women. Accordingly, when the servant of General de 
Trdmont spoke of this nocturnal lady-visitor, my suspicions 
were immediately aroused." 

" Explain yourself." 

" It is not the first time, General, that we have had to 
deal with this mysterious woman, who comes and passes 
away, leaving ruin and bloodshed in her train. Her manner 
of procedure is always the same : she fixes her mind on 
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some one whom she knows to be in a position to give up 
to her some important secret or other, then she seduces him, 
until, in the end, he betrays it. Then, she casts him off, 
like useless dibris, A creature to be dreaded, if I may judge 
by the results she has already obtained, and a powerful 
corruptress. No heart is proof against her alluring tempta- 
tions. She artfully graduates the doses of her love-philtre ; 
and the noblest minds, the most upright consciences, and 
the staunchest courage bend and capitulate at a sign from 
her. Do you remember the ill-fated Commandant Cominges, 
who blew out his brains, without anything being publicly 
known as to the reason ? The woman had come along. 
Cominges had become her slave. A part of our mobilization 
had become known. Before killing himself, Cominges swore 
that the documents had been stolen from his dwelling, whilst 
he was absent with this woman. He had made the grave 
mistake of taking them from the office to work on them, 
and the still graver one of saying that they were in his 
possession. But the poor fellow had confidence in her. 
He was a man of honour, a gallant soldier. A pistol-shot 
settled the whole matter." 

" What was the woman's name ? " 

" Madame Ferranti. She took most careful precautions 
in seeing Cominges, presumably on account of her family. 
One of our agents, however, was acquainted with her. 
Within six months he died by an accident. He was, one 
evening, travelling by rail from Auteuil. They found him 
dead under a tunnel. Doubtless he had leaned out too far 
from the carriage." 

"The deuce!" 

"The following year the young Captain Fontenailles, 
a fine young fellow we were all fond of, was induced by a 
woinan, whom his comrades called the ' Tdn6breuse,' because 
no one of them ever saw her, to disclose certain confidences. 
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Understanding the gravity of his conduct, he went to his 
superior and confessed everything. The latter succeeded in 
repairing the damage done by changing the key to the secret 
w^ritings. Captain Fontenailles left for Tonkin, where he 
fell, fighting bravely, at the attack of Bae-Ninh. His fault 
was atoned for." 

" And the woman is always the same ? " 

"According to all these gentlemen. The Ferranti of 
Cominges was the Tdn^breuse of Fontenailles. Then there 
was the Madame Gibson of the Aerostat affair, without 
speaking of several other cases only partially revealed. 
Always the same T6n6breuse, with the same method of 
procedure, corruption. In her train, ruin, tears, and 
blood." 

"How long has she been engaged in this work of 
intrigue ? " 

" Ten years, certainly. General ; and under all these 
impersonations we have not been able to lay our hands on 
her. She is only known by her professional names." 

" What a deep-dyed scoundrel I We must try to cut 
short her career." 

" Nothing more difEcult. Once the coup accomplished, 
she disappears, as does an eel, gliding about in the mud, 
in which it remains hidden until the water again becomes 
clear. She arranges in such a way as to cut off all 
communications behind her; that is her method. For 
instance, in this new affair, we shall have to struggle 
in the dark. Search will be made for some time, but 
no clue will be found. The accomplices, as well as 
the principal instigator of the crime, will now have got 
to earth. By degrees the search will calm down, and 
something else will be on the tapis. At any rate, it 
is in this way that the majority of these cases end, 
unless " 
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"Unless? Ah! You still hope something may happen?" 

" Unless this time the wounded accomplice affords us a 

trace. Let us merely hold one end of the conducting wire, 

and I promise you, General, we will arrive at some result or 

other, if only to avenge our poor comrades." 

"And to prevent the repetition of similar accidents. 
For, after all, Villenot, you will agree with me that it is 
rather too much for foreign Powers to become acquainted 
with our most secret affairs, as though they were matter of 
discussion on the public thoroughfares." 

" We are as well acquainted with foreign affairs, General, 
as they are with ours," said the Colonel with less sullen mien. 
" To sum up, there are always two at the game ; it has 
ever been so. Ay, the very time, in i8i2, when Russia 
was procuring information as to the efficiency of the Emperor's 
troops, Caulaincourt sent to Napoleon the engraved copper 
plates of the map of Russia. I quote this fact of days gone 
by without alluding to contemporary events. But, taking 
everything into consideration. General, our secrets are scarcely 
secrets at all. If, in war, reliance were placed on nothing 
beyond mysterious preparations " 

" Then we should have to start by abolishing the press," 
muttered the Minister. 

" And that is impossible ! " said Vallenot. " Still, in this 
special case before us, we must undertake the task of clearing 
the moral atmosphere, and employ every means possible, if 
we would succeed." 

" That concerns the legal authorities now." 

" Officially, General ; but we also, on our side, may 
investigate, in a quiet way, and I have no doubt " 

"The lesson to be learned is that our officers are becoming 
too gallant ! " 

" If you know any means, General," said Vallenot, with 
a laugh, " of suppressing that, please tell me." 
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"To think of this old General ! Sixty years old, too ! 
True, he did not appear more than fifty ! In what position 
does he leave his daughter ? " 

" General de Trdmont was a widower ? " 

" Yes, that is his excuse ! But he has a daughter, still 
at school. She is eighteen years old, and without dowry. 
Luckily, Baradier is there." 

" You mean Baradier and Graff, the bankers ? " 

"Certainly. Baradier fought in the war of 1870 ; he is 
a true patriot, and his son. Marcel, a fine young fellow, just 
out of the Central School, has been working with General ' 
de Tr^mont. Marcel Baradier was principally occupied in 
investigating vegetable dyes, connected with the woollen 
weaving manufactures his father owns in the Aube. But 
the General opened his laboratory to him, and probably 
informed him of his own investigations. We may learn a 
great deal from this young man, I think." 

" Is the Baradier family in good circumstances ? " 

" Very wealthy ; their fortune daily increases from 
industrial and from banking operations. It is Graff, Baradier's 
step-brother, who deals more specially with finance, whilst 
Baradier manages the works. Both, however, are busily 
employed all day long, and the millions roll in, notwithstand- 
ing the rivalry of the firm of Lichtenbach, who is a mortal 
enemy of Baradier and Graff." 

" Business rivalry ? " 

"More than that. Personal hatred, dating from long 
back, and madly fomented. They say that Lichtenbach 
formerly wished to marry Mademoiselle Graff, and that he 
has never been able to swallow the insult Graff inflicted on 
him by refusing the proposal and bestowing his sister's hand 
on his friend Baradier. Between these two families there is a 
whole series of differences and grievances, which makes them 
implacable enemies." 
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" Still, General, you see no relation between this hostility 
and the death of General de Trdmont ? " 

" Not at all. Lichtenbach is a fervent Catholic, in close 
touch with the Orleanist party, and, in my opinion, incapable 
of a dishonourable action. Besides, what could it matter to 
him whether Tr^mont lived or died ? " 

" Might not the General's investigations have a serious 
interest for the Lichtenbach firm ? " 

" Doubtless ! But we are well aware that Trdmont has 
been specially occupied within the last few weeks with the 
manufacture of a war powder, the formidable effects of which 
we have seen in the Vanves explosion. True, the powder 
in question might become a source of great profit by its 
possible application to industry in modified proportions. In 
mines, for instance, or the blasting of quarries, it would 
certainly have replaced dynamite. There would have been 
a fortune in such an application of the powder, and this 
Trdmont was well aware of. Now it is all vanished in 
smoke, and the General has taken his secret with him." 

"Unless he had communicated it to the son of M. 
Baradier." 

" Ah ! that would indeed be strange I " 

Three o'clock struck ; the Minister arose, and took up 
his hat, gloves, and stick. 

" You are going. General ? " 

"Yes, I am going to speak to Baradier on the whole 
matter. Madame Baradier was particularly interested in 
Mademoiselle de Tr^mont. I intend to pay a visit of 
condolence, in person, to this young lady. Her father 
and myself were great friends, we made campaigns in 
Mexico and on the Loire together, whilst, on the retreat 
from Mans, Tr^mont saved all our lives, by an admirable 
battery arrangement in the rear of the army, which cut 
short the pursuit of the Prussians. A fine soldier ! One 
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who deserved to fall on the field of battle ! But Fate decides 
such things. Everybody does not die the death he wishes ! 
Well, I will see you to-morrow, Vallenot. And if you hear 
of anything fresh, ring me up on the telephone." 

The Colonel accompanied his principal right to the large 
staircase, saluted, and returned to the office. 



CHAPTER II 

In an old hotel situated at the end of a large courtyard, in 
the Rue de Province, has been established, for more than 
fifty years, the banking firm of Baradier and GraflF. Follow- 
ing on the war of 1870, it was usual in business to designate 
this establishment under the company name of Alsace- 
Lorraine. They are ardent patriots, and never since the 
annexation have they returned to Metz. Still, they have 
never been willing to sell any of their land property in the 
lost provinces. They have kept a foot on the soil torn 
from Prance, as though they had no doubt they would 
return to it some day, like masters after a long and sorrowful 
absence. Baradier is a man of fifty-five years of age, stout 
and short, with ruddy, pleasant face lit up by light blue 
eyes. GralF is tall and thin, dark-complexioned, and of 
stern forbidding mien and glabrous countenance, the com- 
plete opposite of his ally, both physically and morally. For 
Baradier, with his engaging exterior, is an influential and 
practical man ; whilst Graff, with his cold and reserved 
aspect, possesses the fancy and sensitiveness of a poet. 

In other respects, admirably equipped, the imagination 
of the one moderated by the prudence of the other, and all 
rough points in the determination of the former being 
mitigated by the benevolent gentleness of the latter. In 
financial circles this fortunate want of similarity of disposition 
was well known. Never did a customer, after failing with 

26 
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Baradier, leave the house without calling at GrafFs oiBce 
to appeal for his intervention, and obtaining a "just leave 
the matter to me, I will arrange it all " preliminary balm 
on the sore of displeasure, followed, in the majority of 
instances, by an arrangement profitable to both parties. 
For, in the long run, the two partners had reached such a 
point that they profited by the differences in their disposi- 
tions, and Baradier pretended to be altogether irreconcilable, 
well knowing that Graff would come in afterwards, and 
have the pleasure of arranging everything to suit all con- 
cerned. 

Baradier, hearty and happy-looking, had two children, 
a son aged twenty-six and a daughter of eighteen, both 
admirably brought up by their mother. Graff, solemn and 
sentimental, had remained a bachelor. As Marcel Baradier 
said jokingly, he would be the best uncle in France in point 
of inheritance. In fact, Madame Baradier's brother loves 
the two children as though they were his own, and every 
time Marcel commits some grave act of folly he always 
appeals to Uncle Graff to settle things, as his father is rather 
strict with him. Father and son, unfortunately, have often 
been on anything but good terms, for Marcel, reared in the 
lap of luxury, and early discovering the mercantile value 
of his name, has not always given his family all the satis- 
faction that might have been desired. " Nothing important," 
said Uncle Graff ; " merely money difficulties ! " 

It was so that the taciturn and modest banker, who 
would not have spent a farthing outside of his daily expenses 
on anything else than charity, called the debts which young 
Marcel periodically gave him the opportunity of paying. 
When his nephew comes for him at night, after dinner, 
before leaving for the club, where he goes to indulge in a 
game of cards. Uncle Graff knows at once his errand. He 
assumes his most gloomy aspect, sinks into his armchair. 
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casts a veiled glance at his rather embarrassed heir, and, in 
sepulchral tones, demands — 

" Well, what is it this time ? " 

Then, as Marcel develops his usual request — terribly 
bad luck at the races, or at baccarat, or some love difficulty 
— GrafF looks at his sister's son, and, without listening to a 
word, says to himself. What a handsome fellow ! How 
could one with such a figure help getting into a scrape ? 
He is popular everywhere by reason of his graciousness and 
amiability. He is only twenty-six, and is it not quite 
natural that he should enjoy himself while he is young ? 
Why do Baradier and GrafF engage in banking operations 
all day long, anxious as to what is happening at the London 
and Berlin Exchanges, as well as keeping an eye on the 
Bourse of Paris, if not for this charming and agreeable young 
fellow to enjoy himself whilst they are working ? Well ! 
Marcel, take your pleasure, and take my share as well, for 
am I not your steward ? OiF to the races in a fine turn-out, 
drawn by prancing horses, and take your place in the most 
exclusive society ; your means, those of the firm of Baradier, 
will permit of all this. All the same, do not squander too 
much in gambling ; do not wager in too extravagant a 
fashion, for this is an evil passion, and very harmful to those 
who recklessly give themselves up to it. In all things else 
do as you wish, and then come back and give your old 
uncle the pleasure of asking a service of him. 

All these reflections, however, crowding into his mind, 
and giving him the most perfect satisfaction. Uncle GrafF 
kept wisely to himself. Aloud, he said, in that Lorraine 
accent he had never succeeded in abandoning — 

" How stupid you are. Marcel, to be swindled by a 
crowd of adventurers ! A member of the firm of Baradier 
and GrafF ought not to behave in this way. If your father 
knew he would be furious. What reply can I give him 
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when he accuses me of encouraging your bad conduct ? 
He is quite right, and I am wrong to give you money when 
you make such bad use of it. I shall finish by cutting off 
your allowance. Do you know how much you have re- 
ceived from me since the beginning of the year ? " 

And as the old bachelor pretended to turn the leaves of 
his cash-book, Marcel, terrified, exclaimed — 

" Oh, Uncle Graff, it shall be the last time ! " 

" It is always the last time ! " replied the old uncle. 
"Well, tell me all about it." 

And Marcel would enflame the old bachelor's tender soul 
with his enthusiasm, and end by obtaining all he wanted. 

Still, Uncle Graff had some excuse. Marcel did not 
neglect his work. Admirably endowed by nature, the 
young man, as though they were a mere pastime, had 
advanced considerably in his studies. He had opposed 
the General de Tr^mont, who wished him to enter the 
Polytechnic School, and afterwards the Artillery. He had 
preferred the Central and the General's chemical laboratory. 
Under the supervision of his father's friend, he had made 
interesting researches into mineral colouring matters, and 
given Baradier the pleasure of saying : " We employ in our 
works dyeing processes, invented by my son, and which are 
absolutely unique." 

It was one of Uncle Graff's grand arguments when 
defending Marcel — 

"You know very well that your son is a remarkable 
man, and that our manufactures owe much to him 1 " 
Whereupon Baradier would reply, furiously — 

" Ah ! If only he would be serious ! He has every 
quality necessary, but he will not make use of his gifts. 
Our fine young fellow will work a month a year, and spend 
the other eleven in reckless folly ! " 

For all that, for some time past, Marcel seemed to have 
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sobered down, or, rather, his mind was occupied in investi- 
gations of more than usual interest. He no longer appeared 
at the club, scarcely ever went out at nights, and, but for 
the fact that he still went to the races on Sundays, one 
might have imagined he had entirely changed his life. 
Both Baradier and GraiF were equally surprised at this 
transformation ; the father was pleased, the uncle uneasy at 
it. They had spoken on the matter to the General, who 
had said to them — 

" He is an extraordinary young man ; you will con- 
tinually have surprises with him, but do not be anxious, he 
will turn out a fine man in the end. He has great gifts. 
Just now he is trying to discover some process of colour 
photography. Surprising results have already been obtained. 
Let him alone, do not hinder him, and you will see ! " 

Graff's triumph was a brilliant, Baradier's a quiet one. 
Marcel had not even noticed the effect caused on his family. 
He had almost completely quitted Paris. For three weeks 
he had been living at Troyes, at the Ars manufactory, shut 
up in his laboratory, only returning to embrace his mother, 
and give the General an account of the progress of his work. 
The old chemist and the young inventor then spent delight- 
ful days in verifying prescriptions and practising experi- 
ments. The one communicated his calculations in the 
dosings of powders, the other explained his superpositions 
of plates to obtain the perfect stereotypes he sought. Then 
they would lunch together, and the General, as Warm- 
hearted as the young man, would relate his former escapades, 
and envy the youth, whilst admiring the strength and in- 
telligence of this fine young fellow before him, who combined 
so perfectly the capacity for study and pleasure at the same 
time. 

In spite of the storms caused by Marcel's caprices, life 
for Baradier and Graff would have flown along pleasantly 
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enough had not destiny brought them in touch with Lich- 
tenbach. Moses, the chief of the firm, son of a Jew marine- 
store dealer of Passy-sur-Moselle, had in past times been at 
school with GrafF at Metz. Old Graff, who was a brewer, 
had dealings with Lichtenbach, " the rabbit-skin dealer," as 
he called him jokingly, and sold him all his broken glasses 
and used-up barrels. He imagined him to be poor, and 
liked to give him the chance of earning a little money. 
Moses Lichtenbach might have been seen in the streets of 
Metz driving an old grey horse, harnessed to a waggon, in 
which the marine-store dealer piled up all kinds of goods 
and rubbish. He was a kind of wholesale rag-picker, who 
helped house-wives to get rid of utensils which were no 
longer of any use, and were becoming an encumbrance. 
He bought them cheap, but not for nothing. Sometimes, 
almost ashamed of loading him with corroded stove-pipes, 
broken shovels, worn-out carpets, and even old straw, or 
shavings, they would say to him, " Take it, Moses, for the 
trouble of carting it away." He would reply, " No ! no ! 
Everything has some value or other j I pay little, but I 
pay." 

It was a point of honour with him to pay. Several 
people shrugged their shoulders, with a smile, as they said to 
themselves, " The old madman that he is ! What use will 
he make of all that rubbish ? " They were in the wrong. 
Everything had a value, as Moses affirmed, and this was 
proved when, after the war, the old man left Metz, and 
settled in Paris, in the rue de la Chauss^e d'Antin, in a 
small shop, above the door of which he had painted the 
sign : " Lichtenbach, money-changer." It was in this modest 
counter that the Passy dealer, leaving Lorraine, which had 
become part of the Empire, had commenced his new business, 
ceasing to buy and sell old iron in order to buy and sell 
money. But one grave event had happened, which had in 
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no slight degree contributed to the exodus of the Lichtenbach 
family from Passy to Paris, and to the change of business. 

The first cannon-shots of the war, fired at Forbach, had 
been, for the majority of the inhabitants of Metz and its 
environs, the signal for departure. The farmers and peasants 
strictly bound down to the land were the only ones to 
remain in the villages. All who were free of action had 
loaded the waggons with their trunks, and reached the 
towns, to shelter themselves from the enemy, whose approach 
was announced by defeats and disasters. The highways in 
the direction of Thionville, Metz, and Verdun were covered 
with carts and flocks. The majority of the fugitives made 
their way towards the interior, making forced marches, to 
escape the invasion, which, according to them, must, of 
necessity, halt, crushed before the strongholds of the East. 
Contrary to the general impulse, Moses, decided on leaving 
Passy, had not bent his steps towards the centre of France. 
Instead of moving away from the invader he had marched 
towards him, and leaving behind in the shop everything 
cumbersome and worthless, had reached Metjz with six 
baggage waggons, carefully covered, and had settled in a 
small street near the cathedral, with his wife and son, Elias. 

Moses had been well received. Through seeing him, 
along with his waggon and old horse, all over the town, 
everybody knew him. Some, more cunning than others, 
said, " Old Moses is a sly fellow. If Metz is besieged he 
will buy the broken fragments of German shells as old iron, 
and continue his business." But they were wrong. Old 
iron was not now the end of Lichtenbach's ambition. He 
had guessed that a stout siege and an energetic defence 
would take place, that victuals would soon become scarce 
for the town population, and that whoever had the disposal, 
at a given time, of special food products, might, by selling 
them at a high price, make a considerable profit. 
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Accordingly he had entered the town with his six 
waggons, whilst in his cellar were carefully stored quantities 
of brandy, coifee, sugar, ham, and a dozen barrels of salt. 
He had spent a portion of the ready money he possessed in 
procuring these stores, and had awaited results. Mean- 
while, all the Lorraine youth left. The male population 
which had not become enrolled in the army, as being under 
age, undertook to resist the invaders. The old martial 
blood boiled in French hearts, and the young GrafF, returned 
from the town hall, a cockade in his hat, when he met on 
the square Elias Lichtenbach, walking about smoking a pipe. 

Scores of times, extending over long years, whilst old 
Moses was stationed at Graff's door loading old iron, or 
buying the skins of goats or hares killed by the brewer the 
previous Sunday, had the two boys played together. Antoine 
carried off young Elias into the garden, and, between them, 
to the great wrath of Madame Graff, they would climb the 
wall and steal the fruit, still unripe. They often played at 
marbles, but in spite of Elias's utmost efforts, he could never 
succeed in transferring his glass ones for Antoine's agate 
ones. He was the only boy in the town he had not 
succeeded in exploiting. One day even Antoine proved 
himself the more cunning, and succeeded in getting Elias to 
take an old broken sword in exchange for six enormous 
marbles quite new. Moses was obliged to confess, with 
a feeling of humiliation, that the young Graff had proved 
himself more shrewd than the young Lichtenbach. 

It must be stated that, on that occasion, Catherine Graff 
was present, and, with the object of dazzling his friend's 
sister, Elias had shown unwonted generosity. This young 
girl had even then the power of troubling the young boy. 

As he saw his former companion pass by, proud of his 
patriotic determination, Elias had taken the pipe from his 
mouth, and said — 

D 
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" Where are you going, Antoine ? " 

" To join the 27th line regiment at Chalons." 

" What ! Have you enlisted ? " 

*'Yes, like every one else of my age. Are not you 
going to do the same I " 

" I don't knov? ; my father has said nothing to me 
about it." 

" Are you to wrait for your father's orders before doing 
your duty i " 

Elias scratched his head, virhilst his vs^hole face expressed 
uncertainty and embarrassment. 
. " But he needs me for the business." 

" France also needs you, and more urgently than your 
father." 

" I am only nineteen years old." 

" And I, not yet twenty." 

" Yes, you are right, I vi^ill go and speak to my father 
about it," 

" If I do not see you again, good-bye." 

" Good-bye, and good luck." 

Elias, in greater trouble than he had ever been before, 
made his way to his father's shop, and found old Moses in 
the cellar in the act of bottling brandy. The son was 
warmly received by his father, and Lichtenbach, filling a 
goblet, held it out to his son and heir. 

" Taste this cognac, it is very palatable ! In a short 
time it will fetch twenty francs a litre ; there will be only 
ourselves who will drink it for nothing, my son 1 " 

"You will drink of it, perhaps, father," said Elias, 
troubled. "But I " 

" What ! You ? What is the meaning of this ? " 

"Shall I be by your side when the cost of this good 
liquor has mounted to that price ? " 

" Well ! Where will you be ? " 
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"Where all the youths of the village are — in the 
army." 

" You in the army, Elias ; what will you do there ? " 

" Fight, like the others." 

Old Moses, by the light of the candle, which lit the 
cellar, looked at his son in utter bewilderment. He could 
not believe his own ears. Still he said — 

« Fight ? Why fight ? » 

"To defend the country." 

" What country ? " 

"France, where I have lived and been brought up, 
whose language I speak, and where all our clients and 
friends are." 

Old Lichtenbach shook his head, and remained a moment 
without speaking. Then, in trenchant tones, he said — 

" My son, we do business in this country, but we have 
not been born here. I was in Switzerland, with your 
mother, in Geneva, when you came into the world. My 
birthplace is Hanover, your mother's Baden. Your name 
appears on no official register, and you are free to do what 
you like. We are German by birth, French by habit and 
everyday relations ; we belong no more to one side than to 
the other. The best thing we can do is to keep out of the 
quarrel. What could we gain by fighting ? Blows for 
you, pain and suffering for both of us. And how would it 
benefit any one, if Elias Lichtenbach were killed in battle, 
and old Moses were left to finish his life all alone ? Does 
any one even know why all these people are fighting ? Do 
they even know themselves ? They have quarrelled, like 
tipplers on leaving the grog-shop after having absorbed more 
than is good for them. And now they fly at one another's 
throats. What have the Germans done to you to make 
you want to fight them ? What advantage will you gain 
from having defended the French ? " 
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" But all the young men are ofF, father. Antoine GraflF, 
whom I have just met, has received his papers." 

« He is a fool ! " 

" But the son of Rabbi Zacharias is also going." 

" Great good may he get from it ! " 

"To-morrow there will only be left in the town the 
aged and infirm. I shall be the only one remaining, and 
everybody will laugh me to scorn." 

Old Moses sighed as he said, " Yes, you have your full 
share of self-respect ; you have been brought up in the 
schools of France, in which a great deal is related on the 
subject of honour. Listen, Elias, and remember all your 
life long, all this teaching is sheer nonsense. Honour con- 
sists in paying what one owes, and in meeting one's bills 
when they fall due. Outside of that, believe me, every- 
thing is false. Patriotic legends have been invented to lead 
men to butchery and slaughter to the strains of the ' Marseil- 
laise.' They consist merely of sounding words, with which 
mankind is deceived in the interests of rulers and states. 
One ought not to let one's self be the dupe of such tricks and 
artifices. When it is all over, none of the sly rascals who 
have persuaded the rest to fight, and carefully kept out of the 
way themselves, will give you even a single word of pity for 
your misfortunes. I have seen the world, and I know life. 
Beware of enthusiasm, it is the most false and dangerous 
thing on earth." 

There was a moment's silence in the dark cellar, where 
the countenances of the two men showed red in the flicker- 
ing flames of the candle. The dripping of the brandy, as 
it fell into the tub beneath the barrel tap, was the only 
sound audible. The dark, cold air which enveloped Elias 
began to calm the ardour, with which he was burning a few 
minutes before. The old man continued after a moment's 
silence — 
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"Besides, I well understand that you do not care to 
remain alone here when all your acquaintances are leaving 
the town. You shall leave, too. But there are other 
things for you to do than risk your skin, or try to 
endanger the lives of others. Great profits may now be 
made in food supplies. In a short time the whole of Alsace 
and Lorraine will be invaded. The armies will have to live 
— the French armies, I mean, for the Germans, who are the 
conquerors, will lack nothing. We must make it our duty 
to collect provisions on the side of Chalons, towards Paris. 
You are not yet of age, you owe nothing to any one ; besides, 
the services you may render are a thousand times more 
important than those of these simpletons, who are intending 
to shoulder muskets. I will prove my confidence in you by 
giving you the means to show what you are worth. Come 
here ; bring me the light." 

Moses went to one corner of the cellar. Removing a 
couple of barrels, he took up a spade, and, digging a hole in 
the ground, laid bare an iron-bound box. Raising it with 
considerable difficulty, he took from his pocket a bunch of 
keys, opened the lock, and showed his son the interior full of 
carefully arranged rolls. Tearing away the paper envelope 
of one of these rolls, he poured the contents into his son's 
hands. They were twenty-franc gold pieces. 

" Here," said Moses, " are forty thousand francs in gold. 
You are strong enough to carry off the box. Early to- 
morrow morning you will take the train for Troyes. 
Deposit this money with Baradier, the banker, but do not 
accept either bank-notes or drafts. Before long gold will be 
at a premium, and you will benefit by the exchange. With 
the capital I now place at your disposal buy sheep and cattle, 
and offer to supply the management with beef and mutton. 
Owing to the disorder in which the invasion will throw 
agriculture, cattle will be sold at a loss of seventy-five per 
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cent. In the embarrassment in which the army will find 
itself for victuals, the contractors will sell again at a profit 
of cent, per cent. Do you understand the affair ? Then 
act according to these data. If you do, by contributing 
to feed the troops you will be of far more service than 
marching in red trousers, under the orders of a stupid 
corporal. You, too, will be defending your country. And 
do not forget to betake yourself to the drug-store to-night to 
proclaim it aloud." 

" But suppose some one asks me in what corps I am to 
serve, what reply shall I give ? " 

"You will say, 'I am going to Rhetel. It will be 
settled there.' " 

" Very well, father." 

"Take hold of one of the handles of the box, and help 
me to mount it to the shop." 

" Leave it to me, father." 

Whereupon, seizing in both his arms the heavy box, 
filled with gold, he raised it on his stout shoulder, and, 
preceded by Moses, who held aloft his candle to light the 
staircase, he bore away without flinching all his father's 
fortune. 

The double combination conceived by Lichtenbach 
succeeded, as all simple ideas do. Within Metz, besieged 
and filled with troops, stored provisions were not long in 
coming to a premium. The salt Moses thought of selling 
at a moderate price gave him a great surprise. It proved 
more valuable than sugar. The want of salt caused keen 
suffering to the soldiers, who had become disgusted with 
horseflesh. The brandy, largely adulterated, also sold well. 
Still the old man's profits did not recompense him for lack 
of news of his heir. Elias's last letter, delivered on the 
evening of the Battle of Borny, announced the young man's 
arrival in Paris, He had left thirty thousand francs in gold 
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with the firm of Baradier, at Troyes, and was preparing to 
make for Orleans, as he did not consider himself in safety 
in Paris, which would infallibly soon be blockaded. 

He had introduced five thousand sheep into the town. 
But he did not consider it necessary to continue business 
with the Government, which was too economical and 
avaricious. After the 14th of August not a word did the 
old man receive. During those long, sleepless nights, 
whilst listening to the cannon of Saint Julien or of Plappe- 
ville thundering away at long intervals, the old man reflected 
bitterly that his son was very young and inexperienced, 
that he might be robbed, and that the sum he had entrusted 
to him represented twenty years' wanderings along the 
roads of Lorraine, buying up all the old iron in the province. 
Still, he had the consolation of thinking that Elias was not 
taking part in the terrible and bloody battles, doleful and 
desperate tidings of which came across the outposts right 
to the besieged town. He saw his neighbours and clients 
pass along with bowed heads, wondering uneasily, and 
asking one another — 

" What news ? Have you heard anything of your 
son ? Where is he ? If only all our boys are not 
dead ! " 

He at least could reply, " I do not know," with com- 
parative assurance. But the others ? Old GraflF especially 
was an object of pity. He seemed as though he would gq 
mad. One evening he had gone out bareheaded into the 
streets, when the weather was icy cold, saying to all he 
met, " If Antoine does not come back, I shall have been 
his murderer. Why did I send him to the war ; he was 
not even of age ? He ought to be here by my side. All 
this time they have been fighting around Paris. A pre- 
sentiment comes to me that my son is dead 1" and he 
wept bitterly. They were obliged to take him back home 
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by force, whilst little Catherine hid herself behind her 
mother's skirts. Moses congratulated himself for the 
prudent resolution he had imposed on Elias, though he 
did his best to lament with the rest on the dangers run by 
this brave and valiant band of youth gone out in defence of 
their country. 

One evening, on returning home^ the inhabitants of 
the district around the cathedral found ambulance carriages 
in the streets and assistants carrying wounded men into 
private houses. No more beds were to be had at the 
hospitals. All the untenanted houses had been requisitioned, 
and now the military authorities appealed to the patriotism 
of the inhabitants of Metz for lodging the victims of the 
last sortie. A captain of light infantry belonging to the 
Guards had just been carried to the house of Moses, and 
GrafF had taken in a captain of artillery, named M. de 
Tr6mont. As he was bringing back his battery from the 
hills of Servigny, the young officer had received a ball in the 
thigh. 

Anxiety for the health of his patient, the remedies he 
needed, and other little attentions, caused a happy diversion 
to the ever-present anxiety of Antoine's father. As he saw 
this handsome young officer, who had fought so heroically, 
and who under such solicitous care, was about to recover 
his health under his roof, GrafF began to hope once more. 
He said to himself, " If my own son is wounded, why 
should not he also be so fortunate as Captain de Trdmont ? 
He has been brought a long distance, with his wounded 
thigh, but he will be quite well again in less than a couple 
of months. They do not all die who are wounded in war. 
I feel sure Antoine will come back now." And his spirits 
returned with renewed hope. The captain, well cared for 
by GrafF and his wife, was soon able to leave his bed, and 
after dinner, at night, he would relate to them his campaigns 
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in Algeria and Mexico. He explained to his hosts the 
reasons why France was coming off the worst in this 
disastrous campaign, attributing all the advantages of the 
Germans to their remarkable organizing capacity, and the 
perfection of their artillery. 

"You see, the whole future of war consists in war 
material. We have to give way before breech-loading 
cannons, which have, from the very first, given proof of 
a marked superiority over our grooved arms. The moral 
effect on our troops has been decisive. The first thing to 
be done after the war, will be to investigate a new kind of 
cannon and explosives of a terribly destructive power. The 
question of explosives will be of capital importance. This 
ought to be the main end of our efiorts in the artillery." 

With remarkable clearness he explained all that modern 
chemistry offered in cunning combinations, such as would 
guarantee victory to that adversary which could most 
scientifically assure massacre and death. So, in the evening 
silence in that large town, besieged by the conquering 
enemy, the conquered were already engaged in thinking of 
preparations for revenge. 

The siege came to an end, and all the brave soldiers 
who would have defended Metz to the death were sur- 
rendered alive to the enemy. The flags, a prey to famine, 
were carried ofF to form trophies of victory in Germany. 
Paris fell in her turn, then the final armies of France, 
driven back across the snow, stained with blood, not so 
tired of death as exhausted with the fight, stopped at the 
country's call. And on that immense battlefield, two 
hundred leagues square, the victors' shout of triumph 
mingled with the despairing cry of the vanquished. By 
degrees news arrived, bringing sorrow to some and joy 
to others. Among the brave young fellows who had gone 
forth to fight, so ardent and proud, many never returned, 
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whilst the numbers of prisoners and wounded will never be 
known. 

One morning, Graflf, in the dining-room, was taking 
breakfast with his family and Captain de Trdmont, who 
was still a convalescent in Metz, when the outside door 
was opened, a rapid step was heard on the staircase, and 
father, mother, and little Catherine, looked at one another 
with pale faces. Not a word was uttered as they listened 
tremblingly to this quick, seemingly joyful ascent. They 
had all been struck by the same thought ; he who comes 
hastening to us in this way, without asking any questions, 
who enters as though he were master of the house, and 
mounts the well-known steps four at a time, must be 
Antoine 1 Before they had time to give expression to their 
thoughts the door opened, and a tall, bearded young man, 
so thin and terrible that they did not recognize him, but 
whose eyes were instantly flooded with tears, appeared before 
them. 

" Father ! Catherine ! Mother I " 

They all rose to their feet, mad with joy, for they could 
not mistake the voice, and the long-expected child for whom 
so many tears had been shed, was taken in their arms and 
covered with kisses, amid the cries and sobs, questions and 
exclamations, of parents and servants, whilst the Captain 
looked on with a smile at this family scene. Finally, 
Antoine escaped from their arms, and his first words were 
the following — 

" Good heavens ! How hungry I am ! " 

As he spoke he cast hungry looks on the coffee and 
cake with which the table was spread. In a trice he was 
seated there, and served and fed so well, that he was obliged 
to beg them to desist. Then explanations began, and long 
accounts of events, interspersed with questions as to the 
fate of such and such a one. He himself, after fighting at 
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Sedan, had escaped by M6zieres, reached the North, where, 
with Faidherbe, he had passed the whole campaign. He 
had not slept in a bed for three months. But he had fought 
at Pont-Noyelles, Bapaume, and Saint Quentin, and had 
been lucky enough to come out without a scratch, with the 
grade of sergeant-major ; disgusted all the same, with the 
soldier's profession for the rest of his life. His father said 
to him — 

" Well, it is all over now ! You shall never begin 
again. Our unhappy country is crushed. It will take a 
score of years to bring things to their former condition. 
Ah, my poor Antoine, how ill I have slept the last six 
months ! I may say, with truth, I have not had a single 
hour's peace of mind since you left. But here you are back 
again once more, and all is forgotten." 

Then the incidents of the campaign would begin again. 
Captain de Trdmont questioned the young soldier on the 
details of the campaign in the North, and Antoine could 
not dwell too long on the valour of the calm and indefati- 
gable Faidherbe, the bravery of his companions, and the 
services rendered by Francois Baradier, a volunteer like 
himself, the son of a banker of Troyes, who had saved his 
life, snatching him away from the hands of the Prussians of 
Manteufel on the evening of the battle of Bapaume, within 
a farm which the shells had set on fire, and where he was 
surrounded by a dozen of the enemy. 

" He will come and see you — he promised me so — and 
you will appreciate such a fine brave fellow as he is." 

" Your rescuer ? Certainly, he shall be welcome. But 
let me look at you, my poor child. Who would have re- 
cognized you ? You look like a brigand ! Had I met you 
in the street, I should have been afraid ! " 

All day long the Graffs were visited by whole lines of 
relations and friends, who had called to congratulate them. 
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to admire the returned soldier, and to listen to the hundredth 
account of the episode of the Battle of Bapaume, whilst 
tumblers of beer and glasses of kirsch-wasser were served, 
bringing to their height the overwrought feelings of Graff, 
who was usually sober enough, though, on this occasion, he 
had completely lost his bearings. 

The following morning fresh stirrings in the quarter. 
Elias Lichtenbach made his appearance in a cab. He 
looked well and hearty, and, after greeting his family, im- 
mediately entered into conference with the German autho- 
rities. The rumour soon spread that young Lichtenbach 
had been sent by the authorities of Bordeaux, and had 
become a person of importance during the war. In reality, 
his mission concerned the re-victualling of the army on the 
frontiers of the East. The delegate to the war, who appre- 
ciated the services rendered by Elias, his skill as an inter- 
mediary, and his facility in avoiding difficulties, had sent his 
agent to the enemy's headquarters. He was now full of 
self-importance, and proudly looked down upon his com- 
patriots, worn out by privation and hunger, though furious 
at defeat. 

After the first few hours of astonishment full fling was 
given to curiosity. Where had Elias come from, looking 
so strong and well ? Of all who had left at the same time 
as himself, he was the only one who had returned looking 
better than when he left. All the rest were pale and 
savage-looking. Inquiries were set afoot. At the very first 
question the representatives of the authorities replied, with 
circumspection, that M. Lichtenbach had rendered eminent 
service to the country, and that the delegate for the war 
considered him with the most benevolent esteem. What 
kind of service ? It was young Baradier who, on reaching 
Metz, on a visit to Antoine and his family, began to throw 
light on the obscure conduct of the boasting Elias. 
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Sergeant Baradier, ruddy of complexion, full of life and 
vigour, was as firm in disposition as Antoine was gentle. 
His open frankness pleased everybody, and amongst all these 
good people he was immediately at his ease. Twenty-four 
hours had not passed before he was on very good terms with 
Captain de Tr^mont, and had grouped together all the 
volunteers of Metz to a banquet to celebrate their return. 
Elias had had the calm audacity to give in his name, like 
the rest, and had put in an appearance at the Hotel de 
I'Ours, to take part in the banquet. But his reception had 
been a cold one. All who were present, though in civil 
dress, as the German authorities had forbidden the uniform, 
knew in what regiments they had served, in what battles 
they had been wounded. Elias alone lost himself in vague 
explanations. He pretended to have been everywhere — 
with the armies at Chanzy and Bourbaki, at the camp of 
Conlie, and near Garibaldi. This gift of ubiquity astonished 
everybody. Sergeant Baradier undertook to give an ex- 
planation clearer than all those behind which Elias had 
sheltered himself. 

" Are you not the Lichtenbach who did business with 
the firm of Baradier at Troyes ? " he asked old Moses' son, 
point-blank. "Is it not you who bought sheep in the 
Ardennes, and drove them through Belgium into France ? " 

" Yes, it is myself," replied Elias, cautiously. 

" Well ! No wonder you have been everywhere during 
the war, since you were buying meat from every available 
spot, on behalf of the management." 

As Elias became agitated and turned pale, Baradier 
continued — 

" Oh, I am not reproaching you, I am simply stating a 
fact. These gentlemen just now did not appear to under- 
stand the part you played. I am explaining it to them. M. 
Lichtenbach is a patriot in a fashion. Instead of fighting 
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he undertook to feed the fighters. If not a glorious employ- 
ment, it is, at least a useful one." 

"But I risked my life like the rest," exclaimed Elias, 
red with anger. " Had the Germans caught me they would 
have shot me ! " 

" It is most extraordinary that they allowed you to move 
in and out so freely through their lines, for they did not 
generally show themselves over confident. The good 
reception, too, they gave you must have appeared very 
strange," 

" What do you mean ? " exclaimed Elias. 

" Simply what I say ; nothing more," replied Baradier, 
coldly. " But if you wish me to explain, I merely remark 
that, remaining out of the reach of sabre cuts and musket 
shots, whilst others are fighting, being warm and comfortable, 
and deprived of nothing, whilst your companions are dying 
of cold and hunger, seeing in the misfortunes of one's country 
only an opportunity of making a fortune, is not what one 
would call the height of heroism." 

" You insult me ! " 

" I am ready to give you satisfaction." 

*' Good ! you shall hear from me." 

" Do not cry out so loud ; I can easily be found. 
I am staying with M. GraiF, and am the son of M. 
Baradier, your banker at Troyes. Now we will change 
the subject." 

Immediately Elias found himself alone. Everybody 
turned their backs on him. Flinging on his adversary a 
look of hatred he left the room. As he closed the door he 
heard Graff exclaim — 

" Now that there are none but good patriots left let us 
drink to the health of France ! " 

The following morning Baradier, accompanied by Captain 
de Tr^mont and his friend Graff, waited for Lichtenbach to 
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put in an appearance. They waited in vain. The prudent 
Elias, having avoided wounds during the war, seemed quite 
determined not to run the risk of receiving any in times of 
peace. Still, as though by chance, M. Baradier at Troyes, 
received in his house a supplement of twenty Hessian hussars, 
to board and lodge, and old Graff was summoned thrice in 
a single week to reply to denunciations representing him as 
having spoken in insulting terms concerning the German 
army. Finally, Baradier received notice to leave Metz 
within twelve hours. 

It was quite possible that chance alone might have caused 
the increase of the burden laid on the banker of Troyes, and 
the expulsion of Baradier might have been the consequence 
of the banquet, at which more was said than the circum- 
stances warranted. But old Graff was convinced that his 
neighbour Lichtenbach's son was an agent of the enemy, 
and that the rogue had simply turned informer against him. 
All the same, Elias bowed to him in the street with the 
greatest deference, and he always showed himself very polite 
to Antoine. 

The quiet and taciturn heir to the firm of Graff avoided, 
as far as possible, his former companion. He did not openly 
break with him, his nature being opposed to violence of every 
kind. But very few words were spoken on either side, and 
he avoided transacting business with him. The firm Graff 
stored up large quantities of wool, which were sold to the 
manufacturers of Champagne and the Ardennes. The Bara- 
diers, who had just bought a large factory at Ars, were great 
customers of theirs. Elias, who continued his father's whole- 
sale business, bought and sold everything in the nature of a 
business transaction, and had often made offers to the Graffs 
for the wool of Germany. The latter had always declined 
his offers. Still, in spite of such evident ill-will, Elias was 
not discouraged, and, with that tenacity which is one of the 
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virtues of his race, he periodically visited GraiF and his son, 
in the hope of bringing off a bargain. 

Thus, after two years spent by Mademoiselle GrafF in 
one of the best boarding schools in Nancy, Elias, one fine 
morning, found himself in front of her in the garden, whilst 
waiting for Antoine. He was stupefied and completely 
dazzled. The child had become a young lady, tall and 
graceful, with dark eyes, light hair, and brilliant complexion. 
He dared not speak to her, and could only bow as she passed. 
On returning home he mentioned the incident to his father, 
and, with a wealth of biblical comparison, he depicted the 
maiden, like Rebecca appearing to Jacob. He left his 
father in no doubt that he was passionately in love, and 
that if, as the shepherd had served Laban, he should have 
to serve Graff, he would submit to it for love of the fair 
Elise. 

Old Moses remarked that, being a Jew, and the Graffs 
being Christians, there was no chance of being accepted by 
them, without prejudice to the grievances they had manifested 
against him ever since the war. Elias replied that he could 
abjure his religion, and by his conversion give great prestige 
to the Catholic faith, that he had earned sufficient money, 
and that a young fellow of twenty-two years of age, who 
would place four hundred thousand francs on the table when 
the contract was signed was not a suitor to be thrown over 
so easily. 

Moses warned his son that he was entering upon a 
perilous negotiation. He did not dissuade him from changing 
his religion, if he found any advantage in such a course, but 
he warned him that, whether as Christian or Jew, he would 
not obtain the hand of Mademoiselle Graff, and that he 
would gain nothing but the shame of his apostacy. Elias, 
however, had a will of iron ; he astonished the archbishop 
by his determination, conciliated him by his piety and 
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generosity, and, with remarkable skill, brought over to his 
interests all the high Catholic powers. At a time when 
German pietism was struggling in the conquered provinces, 
with a clergy of purely Protestant tendencies, the conversion 
of Elias was a political event. j 

Had Elias not been so well known he might have become 
popular. All the same, he met a thorough refusal at the 
hands of the Graff family, and, as though to intensify the 
insult offered to him, before six months the beautiful Elise 
married the former sergeant, Baradier. At the same time, 
a rumour spread abroad that the Graffs were leaving the 
town. Antoine followed his step-brother to Paris, and 
entered with him into the banking establishment of Baradier 
senior. 1 

It was too much for Elias. He lost his sleep, and one 
day, after meeting the Grafis, who were being escorted to 
the station by all their friends, he returned home, and was 
taken suddenly ill. Old Moses, terrified, put his son to bed, 
summoned the doctor, and learnt that the new convert was 
at the point of death. A furious delirium had taken pos- 
session of him; during its course he negotiated fabulous 
bargains with imaginary buyers and sellers. A semblance of 
reason returned only when he poured forth floods of insults 
and threats against the Baradiers and the Graffs, whilst his 
father calmed him by saying — 

" Yes, Elias, you shall have your revenge on these rascals ! 
You shall ruin them ! You shall crush them under your 
heel 1 " 

Then a happy smile came over the patient's lips; he 
slept a few hours, and awoke feeling much better. One 
may affirm that it was the intensity of his hatred that kept 
him from dying. Plans of revenge haunted his fevered 
brain, and when the doctor, in astonishment, declared that 
the young man was convalescent, the first words Elias uttered 

E 
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were, " All the better ! Had I died, the Baradiers and 
Graffs would have been too glad ! " 

To tell the truth, the latter paid not the slightest heed 
to the feelings of rancour they had so violently aroused. 
They had assumed the direction of the firm, had extended 
the business, and founded additional woollen factories. 
Marcel Baradier and his sister Amelie were born. Complete 
harmony seemed to exist in this happy family, when Elias 
Lichtenbach, his father having died, came to establish himself 
in Paris. 

A singular metamorphosis had been wrought in him. 
The first time Baradier and his rival met at the Bourse the 
banker did not recognize Lichtenbach. He saw before him 
a thin, stooping man, almost bald, with cold, passionless eyes, 
hidden behind gold spectacles. His very voice had changed. 
M. Lichtenbach spoke little, said only what was absolutely 
essential, and remained impassive before the most important 
news. A contraction of the jaws alone betrayed his emotion, 
giving to his countenance a character of singular ferocity. 

Lichtenbach's connection with the firm of Baradier and 
Graff was full of meaning. He caused them to lose three 
hundred thousand francs in a single morning on a contract 
for wool, concluded at the Bourse of Troyes. Elias sold 
wool from Hungary at so low a rate that Baradier and Graff, 
who had speculated on a rise, were obliged to sell out rapidly 
to limit their risks. It was the first clear flash from the 
cloud. Henceforward an enemy, always on the watch, was 
ever ready to strike the Baradier firm in its most vulnerable 
part. Lichtenbach's evil intentions, though concealed, were 
none the less certain. 

When attacked they ingeniously defended themselves, 
took needful precautions, and trusted nothing to hazard. 
Lichtenbach was very powerful and dangerous. Left a 
widower, with one daughter, whom he had sent to the Sacr^- 
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Coeur, there to be brought up according to the principles of 
the most rigid devotion, Elias was a type of the renegade 
who had become more Christian than the Pope himself. 

Still, if Lichtenbach was dreaded, he was received every- 
where, and his influence in society was as secret as it was 
sure. He rendered priceless help to ruined families. Instead 
of aiming his financial batteries against the established 
Government, he divided his attempts, placed his hands on 
all the syndicates of Europe, and by means of the capital 
he collected caused diverse speculations not only to benefit 
himself, but all his friends in addition. 

The simplicity of his life was extreme. He lived in a 
gloomy mansion in the Rue Barbet-de-Jouy, attended by 
servants from Lorraine, who spoke German better than 
French. He never received visitors, whilst a game of whist 
seemed to form his only distraction. It was at his office, 
right in front of the Bourse, that he received his clients. 
Although only forty-five years of age, he seemed to have 
lost all interest in the fair sex, as though all women were 
an object of terror for him. The little Duchess de Bernay, 
who, thanks to speculations conducted by Elias, had been 
able to pay her debts, one day said to her friend, the 
Marchioness de Premeur — 

"I must find out what Lichtenbach really thinks. 
After all, the manner in which he treats us is almost 
humiliating." 

For some evenings, in the presence of all her friends, 
she flirted with Elias, without succeeding in thawing him. 
Then suddenly she ceased paying attention to him. To 
her companions' ironical questions she replied, evasively — 

" I have lost my time. It is no use." 

But it was noticed that her style of living changed ; 
that she spent large sums of money, and that, according as 
she ceased joking with the financier, she became more and 
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more settled in money matters. Elias, distant and silent as 
ever, continued to speculate in the four corners of the globe, 
to advise the Prince, manage his journal, and prove to the' 
firm of Baradier and GrafF, as well as to those in any way 
connected with him, that the enmity he was nourishing 
would be with him as long as he lived. 



CHAPTER III 

On reaching the Rue de Province, the Minister of War 
descended from his brougham with the eagerness of a young 
man, crossed the court-yard, entered the offices, and, in loud 
tones, asked the office boy — 

" Is M. Baradier in ? " 

Theoffice-boy instinctivelystoodat attention, and replied — 

" Yes, General ; I will announce you at once." 

The Minister, with nervous steps, strode to and fro in 
the ante-chamber, behind whose windows the Havas de- 
spatches gave the current rates of all the Exchanges of Europe. 
Suddenly a door opened, and a stout man with ruddy com- 
plexion entered the room with outstretched arms. 

" Ah, it is you, General ! What trouble you have taken ! 
Just step into this room." 

The Minister entered, and as soon as the door was closed 
he exclaimed — 

" Ah, my poor friends ! How sad it all is ! " 

"We cannot get over the shock, Baradier and I," said 
GrafF, rolling forward an armchair. "Take a seat, 
General." 

" Who has told you the news ? " 

" Baudoin, who was sleeping here last night, and came 
in terrified this afternoon with the dismal tidings. What has 
happened down there ? The whole circumstances are even 
more serious than the disaster itself. GrafF and I have been 

53 
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questioning and discussing with one another, without suc- 
ceeding in setth"ng the frightful problem." 

" If only Marcel were here ! " moaned Uncle GrafF. 
"He would enlighten us. He is so well acquainted with 
Trdmont's life and habits, his weaknesses." 

" His weaknesses ? " asked the Minister. " A woman ? 
Is that what you mean ? " 

" Yes, General." 

" You are taking the paltry side of the matter," said the 
old soldier, firmly. " It is no question of a mere passade. 
The affair before us is far more than a paltry intrigue. The 
woman — yes, indeed, she has had a role to play. But she has 
only been the agent, perhaps unwittingly, of an attempt, 
carefully thought out and boldly executed." 

" With what object ? " asked Baradier. " Tell me every- 
thing, General. Let us communicate our suspicions to one 
another, in an attempt to throw light on the affair." 

" Ah ! It is evident that the object of the attack was the 
discoveries made by Tr^mont. In this abominable plot, 
which has ended in the murder of a man we loved, a 
remarkable savant, I see — but do not let this go beyond the 
three of us here present — the hand of the foreigner." 

There was a moment's silence. Baradier and Graff 
looked at one another, uneasily, and as though undecided. 
But the impetuous Baradier could not long keep to himself 
the idea working in his brain. 

i^- We, too, General, seem to recognize in the blow 
which has fallen on our friend some hateful intention against 
him and against ourselves at once." 

" Baradier," intervened Graff, " you are going too fast 
and too far ! How can you risk such a charge, on supposi- 
tions alone ? " 

" Ah ! You still hesitate ! " exclaimed Baradier. " You 
are still bound down by scruples ! The deuce ! I feel there 
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is treason and infamy in all this ! I — Let me continue ! I 
would swear that Lichtenbach is at the bottom of it all ! " 

" You have no right to speak in that way ! " exclaimed 
Graff, rising to his feet and quivering with emotion. " How 
can you insinuate that a man against whom nothing can be 
said from either a professional or a moral point of view, is a 
party to a crime, simply because he is our enemy ? It is 
abominable ! We must give some place to justice ! " 

Baradier, boiling over with excitement, rose in his turn, 
and began to walk to and fro, speaking in snatches. 

" For the last two hours, General, we have been disput- 
ing in this way, Graff and myself, and the only reply he can 
give me is that I am not just ! As though that were a matter 
of concern when an imperious instinct cries out to you : 
' There is the culprit. He is not seen ; he is well masked, 
cunningly concealed, and appears in nothing.' Probably he 
willAiot be found out, but it is he all the same who has done 
the deed, because it was to his interest and hatred combined 
to do it ! No ! With his justice, humanity, and philan- 
thropy, you can have no idea how stupid Graff is, at 
times ! " 

In spite of the gravity of the situation, the three friends 
burst into a loud laugh, and Graff, bending forward his great 
body, exclaimed — 

" Thanks ! " 

The Minister then intervened to give a little order to 
the debate. 

" Come, Baradier, explain yourself. As your brother-in- 
law says, vague presentiments are not sufficient to establish 
an accusation. Presumptions lead to investigations, and if 
guilt results from information obtained, then one may 
proceed. Besides, I will observe to you that the authorities 
have been notified, an examination has been commenced, 
and if you have proofs to furnish " 
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" Impossible ! " interrupted Baradier. " To you I have 
been telling my inmost thoughts ; to an examining magistrate 
I would not repeat what I have just said." 

" Ah ! " triumphed Graff ; " what did I tell you ? " 

" For me to quit my reserve, such discoveries ought to 
be brought to light, that the proofs — moral as they are — 
upon which I lean, should have material coincidences. But 
do not think I am retreating. I will make inquiries, and if 
I find " 

"You will not find anything. If your suspicions are true, 
we have to deal with those who are stronger than ourselves." 

" We shall see about that ! " 

The General intervened again. 

" Is this Lichtenbach, of whom you speak, the great 
merchant-prince who is allied with the clerico-royalist 
party ? " 

" Yes, the same man." 

" And you imagine him capable of a crime ? " 

" I believe he is capable of anything." 

" Doubtless you know that he is very influential with the 
Ministry, and obtains whatever he wishes." 

" He is very powerful everywhere ; his arms stretch in all 
directions." 

"But what interest would he have in trying to cir- 
cumvent Tr^mont, in the first place, and, afterwards, in 
bringing about his disappearance ? " 

" Well, General, what do you think of the investigations 
into explosives ? Lichtenbach is at the head of the French 
syndicate of mining exploitations. In Russia, Austria, and 
Spain, he has considerable interests. Now, in the composition 
of a powder, easy to control in results, capable of being 
handled without harm, and of very moderate cost — and all 
these advantages were claimed by the Trdmont powder, as 
was seen from the report read by the General, at the 
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Academy of Science, si?c months ago — was there not some- 
thing to tempt the covetousness of business men, ever on 
the look-out for progressive and remunerative processes ? 
Trdmont had received splendid offers, but had always refused 
even the initial overtures. Then he explained to Graff and 
myself his intention of promoting a company, the working 
of which should be exclusively French. It was a point of 
honour with him that his own country should profit from 
his discovery." 

" The fine fellow ! Just like him ! " 

" He was well aware that he had found an opportunity 
of making a fortune, but he did not wish foreign money to 
have a hand in it. Besides, at the same time, he had almost 
completed his investigations into a new war-powder. He 
would not throw the commercial affair on the market until 
he had given his new explosive to the Government. He 
said to U9 : ' Both powders at once. The one that will make 
me rich, and the one that will make us conquerors. In this 
way I shall be pardoned for the benefits I shall reap from 
the first, in favour of the prestige the second will give our 
Army.' " 

" Yes ; secret experiments had already taken place with 
his war-powder. Never had my colleagues or myself seen 
such destructive effects. Nothing could have resisted an 
artillery firing projectiles charged with this powder ! And 
the secret has vanished in smoke ! It is a great misfortune 
for France 1 " 

A strange smile passed over Graffs mouth, and, with a 
gesture of dissent, he said — 

« Ah ! Who knows ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

"Yes, it is not absolutely certain that the secret is 
lost ! Perhaps some one possesses the General's formulas in 
duplicate." 
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" Who ? " exclaimed the Minister. 

GrafF rubbed his hands together and replied — 

" My nephew ! " 

" Marcel ? Has he said anything to you ? " 

" Yes. A week ago." 

At these words Baradier turned pale. Turning to his 
brother-in-law, with a look of anguish, he exclaimed — 

"Never let the slightest suspicion of this be known ! 
Repeat to no one what you have just said I They have 
killed Tr^mont ! Do you want them to kill my son ? " 

" Ah ! Baradier, have you no courage left ? " asked the 
General. " You are afraid of your shadow now. Do you 
imagine that, if your hypothesis be true, and I am much 
inclined to share it, those who have dealt the blow will be 
disposed to recommence without delay ? We have time to 
act, and we are warned. Why the deuce should we be 
afraid ? Just now, the authors of the crime have carefully 
gone to earth, for they can have no doubt that the police 
are on the look-out for them. Do not be alarmed, and let 
us speak frankly." 

" My dear General, if the possession of the secret of the 
powders has been fatal to Tr6mont, whom they thought 
simply of robbing, what is not to be feared for Marcel 
Baradier, if this terrible intrigue is conducted by the im- 
placable enemy of all his family ? They would have spared 
Tr6mont's life, could they have obtained possession of his 
formulae. Marcel can expect no pity, for it is GrafF and 
myself — it is his own mother whom they will reach in 
striking him," 

"We shall be there to defend him," said Graff, in 
trembling tones. "I am not an evil-disposed person, but 
still I feel myself capable of the utmost ferocity in prevent- 
ing any harm befalling my nephew ! " 

" You understand," said the General, " that if the police 
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have no clue to your suspicions, I will take it upon myself 
to inform them." 

"It would be wiser not to do anything of the sort," 
interrupted Baradier. " If, as we imagine, it is Lichtenbach 
who has directed the frightful plot, you may be certain 
beforehand that it will not be brought to light. Both he 
and his accomplices are free from all responsibility. The 
woman who appears to have acted as a decoy will have 
disappeared. The man whose arm has been torn off will be 
carefully attended to in some dark spot, perhaps abroad, and 
the coachman who accompanied the accomplices to jVanves 
is a trusted member of the band. Nothing will be dis- 
covered, you may be sure. The examining magistrate may 
prepare at once to shelve the whole affair." 

"I think as you do. But that is no reason for not 
making investigations. In the first place, if Lichtenbach is 
watched, perhaps some proof will be discovered. But all 
that concerns the police. We will change the subject. 
General de Tr^mont has left an only daughter, without 
support." 

" I beg your pardon. General. We will console her and 
pay her all possible attention." 

" Yes, my dear friend, I know the poor child may rely 
upon you. But she is without fortune. Trdmont left very 
little property ; his pension was almost all that he had." 

"Reassure yourself. She shall never lack anything. 
This very morning my wife went to her to the Sacr^-Cceur, 
and brought her here. She shall stay with my daughter and 
be treated as though she bore my own name," 

" All the same, I will obtain for her a pension from the 
Ministry." 

" Certainly, if you wish ; but it will simply be to ease 
your conscience. She will have every want fulfilled. I 
take charge of her as though she were my child." 
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" Can I not speak to her ? Is she in a fit state to receive 
me ? " 

" She is in great grief, but very calm. GrafF will tell 
her that you are here." 

The uncle left the room. Baradier drew his chair 
nearer the General's, as though afraid the walls would hear 
what he was about to say. 

" Between you and myself — for Graff is too sentimental— 
is this a matter that concerns other countries ? " 

" How can we tell, so long as we have not laid our 
hands on the culprits ? Even if they are found, how can 
we throw light on that question ? We can never hope for 
absolute certainty in this respect, as foreign agents always 
keep themselves aloof from direct responsibility, and dis- 
claim all connection with abroad, if they are caught. We 
shall never get beyond probabilities. Our artillery material 
and explosives are at present, and will long remain, a matter 
of anxiety to rival Powers, Our armaments are well 
known, though our projectiles are continually being per- 
fected. It is certain that the artillery which made use of 
the Trdmont powder would have had an overwhelming 
advantage. Hence the attempt against the inventor, 
evidently." 

" So you attach a great value to the formulse discovered 
by the General ? " 

" A very great value. It's possession would render our 
country an immense service." 

Baradier became serious. Bowing his head, he con- 
tinued resolutely — 

" I am a good patriot. General. I fought for France to 
the very last hour of the war. All the Baradier family, 
Lorraines from Metz, went into voluntary exile so as not 
to live in the midst of our conquerors. If my country 
needed my life, I would not hesitate to give it up. I 
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will do more, I will risk my son's life. If Marcel knows 
Tr6mont's secret, I give you my oath you shall have the 
powder." 

A flash of joy shone in the old soldier's eyes. Stretching 
out his hand to Baradier, he exclaimed, in trembling tones — 

" Thank you. You are a brave soldier." 

At this moment the door opened, and the General gave 
a sonorous hum, and regained his composure. Madame 
Baradier and Mademoiselle de Trdmont entered the room, 
followed by Graff. Still slender and graceful, Madame 
Baradier now showed a few silver threads among the 
beautiful blonde tresses of her youth. But her frank look 
and smiling lips revealed the young girl beloved of Elias 
Lichtenbach. Mademoiselle de Trdmont, wearing a blue 
convent dress, slender and dark-complexioned, showed in her 
countenance, overwhelmed with grief, the charming grace 
of her sixteen years. Without the slightest awkwardness or 
hesitation, she walked straight to her father's friend. At 
the first words the old soldier addressed her, however, her 
eyes filled with tears, which silently flowed unheeded down 
her cheeks. She listened with eager satisfaction to the 
consoling words of praise, consecrated to him who had just 
disappeared, and the silent nod she gave from time to time 
seemed an acquiescence of resignation and grief, in the 
bitterness of life now beginning for her. 

Alas ! she had scarcely known her father. A widower 
very soon after the birth of his daughter, he had been 
obliged to entrust her to the care of pious and devout women. 
She had scarcely ever tasted of the delights of home. 
Genevieve often tried, in vain, to recall the sound of her 
mother's voice. How sad it was ! She had never felt on 
her heart the caressing warmth of an ever-present affec- 
tion. Isolation, in the midst of strangers, kind and benevo- 
lent though they were, had been her lot, right to the day 
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on which death had broken the slender bond which still 
attached her to her father. And now what a sorrowful 
end, in this catastrophe, at once stupefying and terrible, 
which left her an orphan, and filled her mind with thoughts 
of violence and massacre ! 

She had not even the supreme consolation of thinking 
that the one she mourned had had a calm and peaceful 
death. As a soldier, he had not fallen on the field of battle ; 
as a savant, he had not succumbed, a victim to his investiga- 
tions. In a base and cowardly fashion, he had been assassi- 
nated by bandits. She heard the Minister telling her that 
she might rely on his protection. Stammering out her 
thanks, and blinded by tears, she left the room with Madame 
Baradier, almost heart-broken at being made to understand 
more vividly, from the expressions of condolence addressed 
to her, the extent of her loss. 

The Minister, on leaving the room in his turn, found 
General de Tr^mont's servant avraiting him in the ante- 
chamber. He looked with interest at the latter's intelligent 
and energetic countenance. 

" Well, my poor Baudoin, this is a great loss for us." 

** It is a great crime, General." 

" They had sent you away, my good fellow ; but for 
that, all this would not have happened." 

" Ah, General, it is always the fair sex who ruin every- 
thing ! " 

" Come, come ! Don't say anything more on the 
subject." 

" Pardon me. General. I do not mention it from lack of 
deference for my poor master, but if attempts are not made 
to find the scoundrel, the woman who controlled the whole 
aiFair, nothing will be discovered, and my master will remain 
unavenged." 

" Do you know the woman i " 
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" Ah ! If I had known her, I, too, should have been 
dead ! " 

Baradier, Graff, and the Minister looked at one another. 
What Baudoin had just said was so clear a confirmation of 
Baradier's fears, concerning his son, that the threatening 
power of the mysterious woman instantly forced itself on the 
Minister's thoughts. He was already so well acquainted 
personally, and through his predecessors, with these fortune- 
hunters, always in quest of a speculation or intrigue to work 
out, or a secret to be stolen, from the sellers of crosses of 
honour, to searchers of official desks. He could have named 
several of them. And the experience of the past : all these 
acts of imprudence and folly, were there to prove the truth 
of what the simple and devoted Baudoin now said. The 
Minister continued — 

" I heard her voice. General, last night, and I will 
warrant that if she uttered a word in my hearing, I should 
recognize it." 

" Ah, a voice, my poor fellow, a voice heard for a single 
moment, uttering a few sentences only. How could one 
dare to accuse another on such feeble evidence ? Do you 
know, there are voices so similar that one may be mistaken, 
even when one is familiar with their owners. If you have 
no other proof to give, my poor Baudoin, you had better say 
nothing at all." 

" We shall see, General." 

" Ah, you are obstinate ! " 

« A little. General." 

" Well, well ! What can I do for you ? You 
have been a good soldier, and a devoted servant. I 
imagine your master would have recommended me not to 
abandon you. Would you like to enter the ofEce of the 
Ministry ? " 

" Thank you, General. M. Baradier has offered to take 
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me into his office, and I have accepted. But if you would 
be good enough to " 

" Well, speak ! » 

" Could you please tell me the name of the Ministerial 
agent who has been conducting the investigations ? He 
seemed to me a very intelligent man, and I should like to 
speak to him." 

" His name is LaforSt. But keep the name to yourself. 
I have sufficient confidence to mention it to you ; still, it 
must not be generally known." 

" You may rely on my discretion, General. I will say 
nothing." 

« Well, good day ! " 

The Minister shook hands with Baradier and Graff, and 
rode away in his brougham. When the two partners 
returned into the hall, Baudoin, to whom they wished to 
speak, had disappeared. 

As soon as he learnt the agent's name, Baudoin had 
taken his hat, and, leaving the hotel by the servants' exit, 
had made his way to the Ministry, On reaching the 
entrance he made inquiries. Being an old soldier, he knew 
how to speak to soldiers. The orderly he met in the hall 
pointed out to him the building he wished to enter, right at 
the end of the court, staircase C. There the porter had 
stopped him ; no one could enter without authorization. He 
had none ; he must accordingly ask for one. 

" I simply wanted to speak to M. Lafor^t." 

The porter looked at him with suspicion. Then he 
said — 

"M. LaforSt ? You will not find him at the Ministry,, 
call at his private residence." 

" Where is that ? " 

" You must inquire." 

It was quite evident there was nothing to be gained here. 
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Bowing, he thanked the porter and took his departure. In 
the Rue Saint-Dominique, at the corner of the Rue Martig- 
nac, he noticed a small caff. He entered with the object 
of making inquiries, as the porter had recommended. Four 
customers, under the complaisant eye of the proprietor, were 
playing at cards. At the far end was a room, containing a 
billiard-table. The players'could be seen, though indistinctly, 
each time they passed before the door. There appeared to 
be spectators present. Probably a pool was being contested. 
" A bock. Is there a billiard academy here ? " 
" Ah, sir, we have some very fine players. Some of 
these gentlemen from the Ministry come every evening. 
M. Trousset, the head clerk, though an amateur, would 
be a match for the best players in Paris, and even from 
abroad ! " 

" Indeed ! And may one watch the game ? " 
"If you wish, sir, I will carry the beer into the next 
room." 

Baudoin had already entered the billiard-room, which 
contained two tables. Taking a seat, he looked on. One 
of the players was a stout, jovial fellow, who accompanied 
his cannons with stale jokes. The other, a tall, thin dark- 
complexioned man, was Lafor6t himself. Baudoin gave 
himself a slap on the thigh, took out a cigarette, and ex- 
claimed to the astonishment of his neighbour — 
" I am lucky this time 1 " 

As he was looked at inquisitively, he said no more, but 
lit a cigarette, and began to sip his beer. The stout player 
said to his opponent, with a wink — 

" The balls are in the corner ; now for the final ! " 
Whereupon he made a series of seventeen cannons, and 
missed the eighteenth. Lafor^t, without being disconcerted, 
took up the cue, but only scored five points. His adversary 
exclaimed — ■ 
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" If I score fifteen now, I win the set." 

He won without the slightest effort, turned down his 
shirt-sleeves, put on his coat, and, holding out his hand to 
his opponent, said : 

« No ill feeling ? " 

" None at all. You have played very well, M. Moussin," 
said Laforet. " My revenge next time." 

" Whenever you like." 

LaforSt, with perfect indifference, approached Baudoin, 
exclaiming in loud tones — 

" Waiter, a bitter." 

Then, turning towards the General's servant, he asked — 

" Are you waiting for me ? " 

" Yes ; so you recognized me ? " 

" That is my business. Anything fresh ? " 

" No ; all the same, I wish to speak to you." 

« Good ! " 

The few loiterers gradually filed out into the other room, 
which was lighter and more pleasant in appearance. A few 
players alone remained, and Baudoin and Laforet found them- 
selves isolated. 

" You may speak here, no one will pay any attention 
to us." 

" Well ! This morning, when I saw you, in the presence 
of all the others, I had an impression that you were a man to 
be relied upon, and that, in case it were necessary to appeal 
to any one concerning something difficult or dangerous, one 
would run no risk with you of being left in the lurch. Am 
I mistaken ? " 

"No." 

"If I think rightly, you do not work under the same 
conditions as the agents in the service of the Prefecture, 
who are entirely allied to the Administration. You are, I 
suppose, a kind of volunteer of the police, at liberty to give 
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information as you please, consequently free as regards 
initiative." 

LaforSt interrupted him. 

" If you wish to speak to me on the Vanves afFair, I must 
stop you at once. My principal ordered me not to take any 
further steps in the matter for the moment. The Public 
Prosecutor is in possession of the information. Every one 
to his own department. We shall not take up the matter 
again, provisionally." 

" But if I simply asked you to enlighten me on certain 
points ? " 

" One can always give advice." 

" Good ! The police are about to make a search for the 
authors of the crime of which my master has been the victim. 
But I, also, should like to investigate." 

" There is no one to prevent you." 

" Ah ! One must know how to go about it. One 
does not become a detective by instinct. Which end shall 
I begin with, to unravel the skein ? " 

" Come ! Had your master any family ? " 

« A daughter." 

" She had no interest in wishing to be rid of him ? " 

" Not the slightest." 

" Had he any visitors ? " 

" Very few ; he was so distrustful ! The woman who 
called on him only came mysteriously by night, on which 
occasions he always sent me away." 

" That is the same woman who came last night ? " 

"Yes." 

" Do you know if M. de Trimont had any enemies ? " 

« No." 

"Was there any one who had reasons for injuring 

him?" 

" In a certain sense, yes." 
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" Why do you suspect this ? " 

"I judge from personal observation, confirmed by the 
conviction of one of my master's friends." 

" A man who can offer good guarantees ? " 

" Perfect." 

"Very good ! Search must be made in that direction." 

" If only you knev/ what difficulties I am likely to meet 
with." 

"That is the most interesting part about it. It is not 
very clever to arrest a coal-dealer who has been thrashing 
his wife in his shop, or a hair-dresser who has cut his lady's 
throat with one of his razors ! What excites one is the 
struggle and pursuit, the necessity of employing trickery and 
invention. We are men of imagination, and novelists often 
make us laugh by the poverty of their combinations." 

" That is because you like your profession. It is not so 
with me ; I am not inquisitive. Were I not mad with grief 
at seeing my master, whom I was so fond of, basely murdered, 
I should take good care not to meddle with other people's 
affairs. But vengeance seems a kind of duty my master 
would impose on me, could he do so. Had he had time to 
think, the moment he was struck, he must have said to 
himself: * Ah ! If only Baudoin were here he would defend 
me with his last breath.' You see, I must find his murderers. 
I shall have no rest till I have succeeded in this pursuit." 

Laforet had become thoughtful. After a moment's 
hesitation, he said — 

" You are a brave fellow. But you do not possess the 
qualities necessary for the unravelling of an affair like this 
one. You will spoil everything by putting on their guard 
the very people you suspect. Do not stir ; just wait. 
Patience is the first duty of a detective. Time is a precious 
auxiliary. At first, a criminal is very cautious ; he takes 
every precaution. By degrees, as his feeling of security 
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increases, his prudence lessens, he trusts himself out of his 
lair once more, and it is then that there is a good chance of 
catching him. Instead of undertaking a campaign, remain 
inactive. If you have to deal with pow^erful and determined 
men, be sure they will keep a watch on you, in proportion 
to their unwillingness to be caught. You will do more for 
the success of your side by giving them to believe that you 
do not suspect them, than by plotting against them, without 
knowing how to out-trick them. Go back home, warn 
those who, like you, wish to avenge the General, and wait 
and see the trend of events. Be sure something will happen 
which will put you on their track. Then go ahead boldly. 
If ever you need me, come here about five o'clock. You 
will find me regularly at this hour. My principal may be 
disposed to allow me to co-operate with you." 

Baudoin rose from his seat. 

" Very good. I will follow your advice. If you have 
anything to tell me, send to Messieurs Baradier and GraiF." 

" The bankers of the Rue de Province ? " 

" Yes." 

"Strange ! My principal has just gone to see them, 
on leaving the Ministry. I heard it from the coachman. 
Good ! Everything will turn out for the best, when the 
right moment comes. Au revoir ! " 

The two men shook hands, and Baudoin returned 
home. 

Marcel, summoned by wire, had just returned from Ars. 
He was closeted with his father and uncle. Walking to and 
fro about the room, he gave brief replies to the questions 
asked him. Tall and slender, of fair complexion, with long 
moustache, and blue eyes, he oiFered a perfect pattern of the 
Lorraine type, in its full purity and strength. He was a very 
fine-looking young fellow, and his Uncle Graff watched him 
with a glow of pride and satisfaction." 
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" Well, then, what did Tr6mont tell you, the last time 
you saw him ? " 

" From a scientific point of view, we spoke of nothing 
but my investigations on the subject of aniline." 

" Nothing concerning his powders ? " 

" He had already told me the results he had reached. I 
shared his opinion that the main difficulty was solved. In 
the composition of explosives there was nothing more to do 
besides introducing a few details of manipulation." 

" And you knew his formulae ? " 

" I know every one of them." 

" You could prepare them ? " 

" Without the slightest difficulty." 

"That is what I was afraid of," exclaimed Baradier, 
sorrowfully. 

" What ! Afraid of ? But it is very lucky for us all. 
For Genevieve, for whom a fortune is assured ; for the 
Army, which will possess the Trdmont powder ; and for 
the General's memory, by reason of the glory attaching to 
so important a discovery." 

" Well, Marcel, I beg of you," said Baradier, in tremb- 
ling tones, " for the sake of us all, for the time being, not to 
breathe a word to any one concerning what you have just 
revealed to us. It is a matter of life or death. So long as 
those who have killed Trdmont remain at large, and un- 
punished, there will be no safety for those who might be 
suspected of being in possession of his scientific secret. It 
was to rob him of this that the blow fell. In Heaven's 
name, be very careful not to let it be known that you have 
been taken into the confidence of our friend." 

" Do not be uneasy," said the young man, with a smile. 
" No one in the world knows, except my uncle and your- 
self. I feel no inclination to proclaim it on the housetops. 
But I cannot refuse to refrain from profiting by it, when 
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the right time conies, even though there may be risks 
to run." 

" Nor do we. But let us continue our investigations. 
Tr^mont was very free with you. He spoke to you of his 
private life. He told you of his adventures in the early days 
of his military career." 

"Poor man ! That was his only weakness. His heart 
remained as young as ever. His imagination was very in- 
flammable, and he gave way to it with unparalleled facility. 
I was often obliged to stop him." 

" Did he mention nothing that had happened recently ? " 

" No ; he appeared preoccupied and less expansive than 
usual. Probably he had been recommended to be very 
discreet, and his promise had been given. I must say that 
his passion for the fair sex rather disgusted me, and I 
gave no encouragement to tales which appeared to me 
unworthy of our friend's noble mind. Latterly, there- 
fore, finding him reserved and quiet, I did not encourage 
him to speak. I preferred him to say nothing on the 
subject." 

" What a pity ! Just the time when his explanations 
would have been so useful." 

" It is always so ! " 

"Had he made no fresh male acquaintances? Was 
there no name you could catch ? " 

" He spoke to me of no one except a foreign savant, with 
whom he had struck up a friendship, and who seems to have 
been an extraordinary man. He suspected him of being a 
nihilist, and that worried him. But he spoke of him with 
the utmost admiration." 

" Was he a Russian ? " 

"I do not know. His name was Hans." 

*' Hans ! " exclaimed Baradier. " That was the name of 
the man whose arm was torn off! It is the name on the 
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ring worn by the man who caused the explosion of the house 
at Vanves. This is the first flash of light." 

" So the General was acquainted with this Hans ? Still, 
Hans is a German name ! " 

" Only a German Christian name. As you are aware, 
there are several Russians of German origin. If the Hans in 
question is the author of that catastrophe, the end he aimed 
at by obtaining access to the General might well be the 
possession of the formulae of the explosive found by him. 
But then, how had he become acquainted with the discoveries 
the General kept strictly secret ? " 

Graff, who had not yet spoken, but had been listening in 
a reverie to the observations exchanged between his brother- 
in-law and his nephew, raised his hand, and slowly began, 
as though following the slender thread of a still fugitive 
idea — 

" You are getting lost. The motives of the instigators ot 
this crime — for, certainly, there are several of them — are of 
a much higher order than you imagine. You are looking 
for robbers trying to obtain possession of some exceedingly 
fruitful discovery, or of anarchists on the scent of some 
powerful means of extermination. All this is very vulgar and 
commonplace. You have to deal with criminals of a higher 
stamp. The care they took to rob Trdmont after killing 
him prove that his murderers wished to throw one off the 
scent. When one has a house to pillage, he does not linger 
behind to steal a watch or a pocket-book. The mysterious 
proceedings of those who effected the coup are those of 
political conspirators, and the thing that gives the whole plot 
its special character is the presence of a woman. Every 
undertaking of interest to foreign politics, for the past 
century, has been carried on by women. From my point of 
view, this is in a large measure what must have taken place. 
One or several European States have been acquainted with 
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the investigations carried on by Tr^mont. His communica- 
tions to the Institute may have sufficed to give the alarm. 
Immediately, means have been sought for becoming intimate 
with him, or obtaining his confidence. Our friend's nature 
has been studied, and a young woman, clever and beautiful, 
has been fastened on him, soon to serve as intermediary 
between the General and Hans. The latter is no Russian, 
but probably some native of Baden. The woman is a 
spy in the service of our enemies. The man, introduced 
into the premises by the woman, failed in his attempts 
to obtain, by trickery, Tr^mont's secrets ; accordingly 
he had recourse to violence. Be certain the whole coup 
was entered upon for interests far higher than you imagine. 
You see a Lichtenbach in the affair, and imagine that it is 
in his interests that Hans and the mysterious woman have 
been playing each a perilous game. You attach to him 
more importance than he deserves. You must seek 
higher, or rather not seek at all, for nothing will be found 
now." 

" I cannot deny," replied Baradier, " that GraflPs explana- 
tion possesses some semblance of likelihood. Graff is a man 
of imagination, who often sees things that do not exist. 
Still, in the present circumstances, he would be a bold man 
who would say that he was mistaken. Perhaps his supposition 
and mine both contain part of the truth. What cannot be 
doubted is that the authors of this audacious plot are persons 
who will shrink before nothing. Accordingly we must be 
prudent, and not appear to suspect them, living in just our 
usual manner. Apparently we must abstain from all partici- 
pation in the work of justice. If the police succeed we 
shall be satisfied, without having been involved in the affair. 
If they find nothing, as is very likely, then our turn will 
come. In my opinion clever and cool-headed criminals it is 
almost impossible to run to ground. It is only by their 
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imprudence that they betray themselves. It is when they 
begin to be no longer on their guard that there is a chance 
of finding some clue to their guilt. So, after all, the most 
prudent and skilful plan will be to wait. Marcel will 
return to Ars " 

"Not until I have seen Genevieve." 

" Of course, you will dine and sleep here, and take the 
train to-morrow morning. Your mother and uncle will not 
be sorry to see a little of you." 

" And my father ? " asked the young man, smiling. 

*' And your father. Now come along with me to see 
your mother. Graff, you are staying in the office ? " 

" For a few minutes. Then I return home, but will be 
back in time for dinner." 

Proceeding along an inner staircase, father and son reached 
the private rooms, and were astonished to find in the hall a 
tall footman waiting there. 

" Your mother has visitors," said Baradier. " How has 
that come about ; to-day is not her reception day ? " 

They entered Madame Baradier's small salon. There 
she sat, pensive, near the window, her needlework lying idly 
in her lap. 

" What ! You here ? " said Baradier. " I thought you 
were receiving." 

" The visit is not for me." 

" What is the meaning of this ? No one can have called 
for Amelie. Then it must be for Mademoiselle de 
Tr^mont ? " 

" You are right," said Madame Baradier. 

" What is the matter with you ? " asked the banker. 
" There is something extraordinary going on. Explain." 

" It is, indeed, very extraordinary. It is a schoolmate of 
Genevieve, who has come especially from the convent to 
assure her of her sympathy and affection ; a trusted 
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servant came with her, since her father could not come in 
person." 

Baradier's face turned crimson, as he asked with a 
frown — 

" Then it is ? " 

His wife did not give him time to continue. They 
understood one another at a glance. 

" Yes, my dear, it is Mademoiselle Lichtenbach." 

A silence fell throughout the room. Marcel had gone 
straight to his mother, to embrace her. He now stood look- 
ing at his father, who, standing before the mantelpiece, was 
endeavouring to fathom the meaning of this unexpected 
visit. 

" What is she like ? " asked Marcel. 

"I scarcely looked at her, I must confess, my child. 
When her name was announced I was very much astonished. 
Am61ie and Genevieve were with me at the time. I left them 
in the salon as soon as Mademoiselle Lichtenbach entered. 
She appeared to me to be tall, and rather good looking. It 
was, however, her voice, a sweet, charming voice, which 
impressed me most favourably." 

"It is different from her father's, then," growled 
Baradier. 

" And how long has she been here ? " 

" Half an hour, at least." 

" And my sister is with them ? " 

" She could not help staying with them, otherwise it would 
have been a show of hostility quite out of place. Parents' 
enmities, I hope, form no necessary part of children's inheri- 
tances." 

" Mother, what you are now saying is contrary to all 
poetical tradition. Look at Romeo and Juliet. What 
would become of literature were there no hereditary enmi- 
ties ? They form part and parcel of romantic stock-in-trade. 
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The deuce ! We must not diminish it, as it is becoming 
less and less quite fast enough 1 " 

Baradier was not listening to his son ; he remained still 
plunged in his own reflections. At last he murmured — 

" What has she come for ? Why has Lichtenbach per- 
mitted her to come ? " 

" Shall I go and ask her ? " asked Marcel. 

"Try to be serious, Marcel," exclaimed the banker. 
"This is no matter for jest." 

" Oh, I know that well enough. I wonder what it is 
that upsets you so much ? Here is my mother as pale as 
death, and yourself in a fever-heat, and all because a young 
girl has come to sympathize with her school-mate ! There 
is something extraordinary going on." 

Baradier glanced sideways at his son, and replied in a 
tone of irritation — 

" Don't be such a fool. Marcel. You are incapable of 
understanding ! " 

Marcel bowed, in mock humility, 

" Thanks ! What do I owe you for that ? " 

But Baradier had no time to give way to his increasing 
irritation. The door of the salon opened, and Am^lie 
appeared on the threshold. 

" Mamma, Mademoiselle Lichtenbach would like to 
say good-bye to you before leaving." 

" She seems to be very well bred," said Marcel, in low 
tones. " Are you going, mother ? I will accompany you. 
I should like to see what she looks like." 

It was in vain that Baradier shouted to his son — 

" Marcel, stay here ; I forbid you ! " 

Already the young man, with a laugh, had slipped behind 
his mother into the salon. 

" The young rascal will never have any common sense," 
moaned Baradier. And he sat down in the seat his wife had 
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just left, vaguely listening to the sound of voices, which now 
reached him. 

At the very first glance Marcel Baradier noticed that 
Mademoiselle Lichtenbach was of a very elegant figure, with 
a countenance of great gentleness. On further examination 
he did not find her pretty. Her features were irregular, but 
her face was lit up by eyes of limpid blue, radiant with 
frankness and amiability. She was standing there, an up- 
right and slender form, in her sombre school-dress, with the 
blue ribbon on her breast. On Madame Baradier introducing 
Marcel to her she made a respectful bow, and said in 
delightful accents — 

" I could not take my leave, madame, without thanking 
you for your kind welcome. Mademoiselle de Tr^mont 
and myself are very fond of one another. For a year we 
have been close companions, and I sympathize with her 
present suffering, as though her loss were also mine. It 
is a great relief to me, now that we are obliged to 
separate, to know that she will be with one who loves 
her. I hope you will permit her to speak to you of me, 
so that she may not forget me too soon, and, perhaps, 
instil into your mind a little of the sympathy her heart feels 
for me." 

Marcel was still under the charm of the voice that 
uttered these gentle words, when those clear, luminous eyes 
fell on him. He returned the look with an inquisitive and, 
perhaps, rather bold glance, for she immediately turned aside. 
At the same time a slight blush, as though accompanied with 
a shudder, passed over her smiling face, which suddenly 
became serious. 

" I must thank you, mademoiselle, for the sentiments 
you express regarding our dear Genevieve. For ourselves," 
continued Madame Baradier, "rest assured we shall not 
endeavour to influence her in her affections," 
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Mademoiselle Lichtenbach bowed, gave a graceful nod to 
Am^lie, and, on passing in front of Marcel, heard the latter 
say to her, in troubled tones — 

" Permit me, mademoiselle, to show you the way." 

Opening the door of the salon, and, taking the mantle 
the young girl had left in the hall, he placed it over her 
shoulders. Then, walking by her side, his mother and sister 
looking on in stupefaction, he descended the steps, followed 
by the footman. On reaching the bottom he said, with a 
charm full of grace — 

" Mademoiselle de Tr6mont's departure will doubtless 
make your stay at the convent seem rather sad to you now, 
mademoiselle ? " 

" Yes. I hope Genevieve will not forget me, but come 
and see me." 

" After all, probably you will not stay long yourself at 
the Sacr6-Coeur." 

" I was like Mademoiselle de Tr^mont, alone with my 
father. Genevieve will find a mother in Madame Baradier, 
whilst I " 

She left the sentence unfinished. Marcel, however, 
well understood the sadness of her meaning — " I shall re- 
main abandoned, as I have been all my life. My youthful 
years will pass away behind the sad walls of a convent, 
under the cold, methodical surveillance of nuns, most excel- 
lent persons, but incapable of giving me that warmth of 
affection I need to be happy. My friend is leaving me, and 
all the sweetness of my life is past." 

She looked so melancholy and resigned that Marcel 
was moved with pity at her grief. They had now reached 
the brougham, the door of which was held open by the 
footman. 

" No, mademoiselle," said Marcel. " Rest assured Gene- 
vieve de Tr^mont will not forget you." 
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He fastened his eyes on Mademoiselle Lichtenbach's 
face, which now, in feature, seemed delicate and charming 
in its modest grace ; then, bowing, he added, in lower 
tones — 

" I do not think you are one of those whose fate it is to 
be forgotten." 

Mademoiselle Lichtenbach smiled and bowed. Then, 
entering the carriage, she said to the servant — 

" Drive back home." 

Not another word was exchanged, whilst the footman 
climbed to his seat, and the coachman put the reins in order. 
Marcel, with head uncovered, stood there on the footpath 
in the Rue de Province, looking through the window of the 
brougham at this young girl, who appeared so simple and 
attractive to him, though he had never seen her until an 
hour before. Mademoiselle Lichtenbach sat there with 
bowed head, while a smile played on her lips. The carriage 
started, and the charm was broken. 

On returning to the house Marcel reflected : If the 
father is a rogue, the daughter, at any rate, is a very charm- 
ing person. After all, she is not responsible for her father's 
misdeeds. But all this has nothing to do with me. In 
all probability we shall never meet again, so she may 
be what she likes. All the same, he could not get over 
the idea that Mademoiselle Lichtenbach, daughter of the 
declared enemy of Baradier and GrafF, was a very striking 
character. 

" Well," said his father, who was awaiting his return, 
" you show yourself very polite. You could not be more 
gallant to a princess." 

" Probably not," said the young man, calmly. 

" Will you have the goodness to explain why you 
show yourself so obliging towards the daughter of our 
enemy ? " 
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" For the sole reason that she is the daughter of our 
enemy." 

" It may be very chivalrous on your part, but to me it 
appears stupid." 

" Do you intend to introduce the fair sex into your 
quarrels ? " 

" I should like to see hovi^ Lichtenbach vi^ould treat your 
mother and sister if ever they fell into his power ! " 

" Let us hope we may never experience it. Still, 
Baradier and GrafF are not obliged to act like Lichtenbach. 
Ask my uncle what he thinks about it." 

" Oh, your uncle is too sentimental. For the last hour 
I have been trying to find motives 'for this intervention. 
Evidently Lichtenbach wishes to throw us off the scent by 
this demonstration of affection for Mademoiselle de Tr6mont, 
but it is this very thing which awakens my suspicions. Do 
you know what Barentin, of the Supreme Court, told me 
lately ? Not twenty-five per cent, of the criminals are ever 
discovered, and then only by their own folly. The rich 
calculate, and are almost sure of impunity." 

" My dear father, if the whole might of the law cannot 
seize a murderer, how can you expect Baradier and Graff to 
succeed ? We must be sensible, and not attempt impossi- 
bilities. We will do the best we can — you by protecting 
Mademoiselle de Tr^mont, and I by assuring her the fortune 
her father promised her. For the rest let us trust in Pro- 
vidence." 

" In Providence ! " growled Baradier. " Trust rather in 
the devil ! Attend to what I tell you, Marcel. Your 
mother, yourself, and myself are all involved in the quarrel 
between Lichtenbach and your uncle. Lichtenbach is one 
of those revengeful men who strike both their enemies and 
their enemies' offspring. Tr^mont has met his fate ; it will 
be our turn next." 
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"No, father, our turn will never come," said Marcel, 
energetically. At the very first threat, the faintest attempt, 
I will go to Lichtenbach myself, and settle all our accounts 
with him at a single time. That I swear ! " 

Graff, clean shaven and elegantly attired, now entered 
the office. Baradier signed to his son to say no more, and 
all three mounted to the salon to join the ladies. 



CHAPTER IV 

In his study, soberly furnished, Elias Lichtenbach, seated in 
front of a large Louis Fourteenth bureau, was speaking in 
low tones, as though afraid of being heard, to a priest, 
lolling at ease in an enormous armchair. By the light of 
the setting sun, the sharp, bony face of the banker, with his 
keen eyes and thin, well-shaven lips, could be faintly dis- 
tinguished. He was no longer the stout healthy-looking 
Elias of former days. The cares of life had withered the 
flower of youth on his cheeks, and wrinkled the once careless 
brow. The jaws were still pronounced, but hard and thin, 
like those of a powerful and ferocious man-eater. The 
hairy hands, long and grasping as they lay there on the 
desk, revealed unusual love of wealth. A black skull-cap 
covered Lichtenbach's bald forehead. His visitor was a 
young and elegant ecclesiastic of graceful and intelligent 
mien. He spoke with a southern accent, which gave his 
voice a kind of hilarity in sound. 

" It will be a very profitable undertaking. The property 
we have in view has no value whatever at present, nothing but 
waste land and marshes. The purchase will be effected in 
your name, and when we have signed an emphyteutic lease 
with you, we shall at once commence building. We want 
an advance of three hundred thousand francs." 

" There will be no difficulty there," said Lichtenbach, 

"I have clients disposed to lend " 

83 
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" You need not go very far, eh ? " said the young priest, 
with an ironical glance at the drawer of the desk, over which 
the banker spread his formidable hands. 

" No, Monsieur I'Abb^, not very far, indeed ; but, all 
the same, not here. It is a principle of mine never to 
advance money on securities which cannot immediately be 
realized. Now, the matter you have just been laying before 
me offers no actual guarantee. But that does not matter. 
You wish me to find the capital." 

" After all, this is the main point. Still, we have to rely 
on others than yourself. These gentlemen will not place 
their confidence lightly. They trust you, as they are certain 
of you, but they would not listen to strangers." 

"These gentlemen, as usual, will only have to deal 
with me," said Lichtenbach, with deference. " I know 
what I owe them, and they will always find me at their 
service." 

" Then, as soon as the land is bought, and placed at our 
disposal, we immediately commence excavations, which will 
reveal the presence in the subsoil of the layers of ore I have 
been speaking to you about. At a bound the value of the 
land will be increased tenfold. You will sell back a small 
part of the ground, and with the profits, without further 
expenditure, we shall have paid for the establishment of our 
community." 

" If the tenor of the ore is such as you state, the ex- 
ploitation, once granted to a company, will bring you in 
large revenues for several years." 

" That is what Monseigneur said' on receiving the report 
of the engineer who undertook the soundings. Oh ! we 
need a great deal of money to make the work a success," 
sighed the young priest. "Our religion is attacked with 
such violence that if we do nothing but defend it we are 
lost. We must carry the war into the enemy's territory." 
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" That is my own opinion, Monsieur I'AbW. As you 
see, my journal has zealously undertaken the campaign." 

" Yes, it is doing good ; but your panache blanc is not 
sufficiently dogmatic as regards pure doctrine. Too much 
space is given to speculation and business enterprise. Your 
columns smack too much of the Bourse." 

" Monsieur I'Abbd," replied Elias, roughly, " I do not 
possess, as these gentlemen do, the art of conducting business 
in a double-faced manner. But I will learn from them." 

" Come, do not play the Jesuit, my dear Lichtenbach," 
said the young priest, airily. " We appreciate your services ; 
that you have had proof of, and shall have again. By-the- 
by, who is this wounded man we picked up yesterday at 
Issy ? The poor fellow was in a bad way. He came under 
your recommendation." 

Elias turned pale. In tones of alarm he exclaimed — 

"Not so loud ! Monsieur I'Abb^ — not so loud ! No 
one must suspect that " 

" Oh ! what a state you are in ! Rest assured. The 
Superior and myself alone were taken into the poor wretch's 
confidence. After all, he said very little. He was com- 
pletely exhausted by the efforts he had made in dragging 
himself to our door. It was four o'clock in the morning, 
and the whole brotherhood was at matins. It was, accord- 
ingly, possible to introduce the wounded man without any 
one seeing him. It was quite time, for, as soon as he was 
put to bed, he fainted away." 

" Who is attending to him ? " 

" Our Superior himself ; he has a thorough knowledge 
of medicine. Besides, the arm was cut off as though by a 
thermo-cautery, and all that had to be done was to dress the 
wound. The man has given evidence of the most heroic 
courage. But now he is ravaged by fever, and he speaks." 

" What does he say ? " 
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"A most extraordinary mixture of things. He men- 
tions, in almost the same breath, a fortified camp in the 
Vosges, and a war powder possessed of extraordinary virtues. 
His object is to carry off the plans of the former, and obtain 
possession of the formulae of the latter." 

" Does he mention no names ? " 

" Yes, the name of a woman, whom he calls Sophia, 
and sometimes the baroness. He consults and threatens 
her in turn. She appears to be his accomplice in some 
underhand work or other." 

" Has he expressed himself more clearly ? " 

" No, he beats about the bush, and it is impossible to 
understand his meaning. After all, you have nothing to 
fear." 

Elias gave a sigh of relief. 

" Monsieur I'Abb^, I am not afraid for myself, but for 
others. I am engaged in great international relations, as you 
are aware. The interests entrusted to my care represent 
not merely immense capital, but a great number of human 
lives. It is accordingly my duty to be very prudent." 

The young priest gave a gesture of protest. His counte- 
nance assumed a serious expression. 

"I do not want to hear anything about it, M. Lich- 
tenbach. These gentlemen, as you are aware, are thorough 
Frenchmen. Everything that happens beyond the frontiers 
is foreign to them — I might almost say hostile. Outside 
of France, which we love with deep and enlightened tender- 
ness, and wish to save from the corruption of revolution, we 
recognize only the Pope, Sovereign of all Catholics, and our 
chief, whom we blindly obey. Keep your secrets ; we will 
respect them, as you are serving us. But do not expect 
from us any help in the success of enterprises which 
would not concur towards the triumph of the cause to 
which we are devoted — monarchy and religion, In all 
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else you will find us neutral. That is all you may expect 
of us." 

" Have you been commissioned to tell me this ? " asked 
Elias, in tones of anguish. 

" No, my dear Lichtenbach ; I was only to speak to you 
of the ground purchase." 

" Thanks, Monsieur I'Abbe, Tell them I will send my 
agent to-morrow to Grasse, to bring the matter to a con- 
clusion, and that before the month is over we shall be in 
possession." 

"Very well!" 

The young Abbe rose from his seat. He stopped, and, 
in negligent tones, said — 

" Ah ! I was forgetting. Have you heard of that fright- 
ful catastrophe which took place at Vanves ? The explosion 
even shook the buildings here at Issy. Were you not 
acquainted with this General de Tr^mont ? " 

Lichtenbach looked paler and more sombre than ever, 
as he replied stammeringly — 

" Yes, Monsieur I'Abbd, I knew him a long time 
ago." 

" It appears he was a dangerous maniac, dabbling with 
chemical experiments which were destined to kill him in 
time. A person of doubtful morality as well, according to 
public rumour, and who, even at his advanced age, gave 
himself up to the most degrading debauchery. He will not 
be missed. They say he was assassinated and robbed, before 
his house blew up. That is what comes of investigating in 
explosives 1 Well, au revoir, my dear Lichtenbach. When 
you come to see the patient give me due notice,, and I will 
introduce you to him privately," 

Lichtenbach made no reply. He showed out his visitor 
with a semblance of respectful humility. Then he bowed, 
as to a superior, and said — 
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" Assure your friends, Monsieur I'Abb^, of my devotion 
to their interests." 

" Good ! Though it is scarcely necessary," replied the 
young priest, carelessly ; and, slowly descending the stair- 
case, he disappeared. 

Lichtenbach, in thoughtful mood, returned to his study. 
It was now almost dark. Where the Abb6 had just been 
sitting, a female form now sat stretched out in the armchair. 
A fresh, clear voice said — 

" It is as dark as in an oven here, Lichtenbach ; let us 
have a little light," 

" What ! You are here. Baroness ! " exclaimed the 
banker, eagerly. 

"Yes, I have just arrived. Was that the little Abb6 
d'Escayrac you were just taking leave of ? " 

Lichtenbach had turned on the electric light, bringing 
into view the unceremonious visitor Elias had just called 
Baroness. She was a light-complexioned young woman, of 
exceeding beauty, with proud profile, blue eyes, intelligent 
forehead, though there was an expression of harshness in her 
small mouth, with its charming red lips, as well as in her 
strong chin. She was very elegantly clothed in black, and 
wore a hooded lace cloak. Patent leather shoes covered her 
charming feet. 

" Have you been here long ? " asked Elias abstractedly. 

" No, I have only just come, I say. Your servant showed 
me into the salon, and I came in here when I heard your 
visitor leave. Do not be uneasy, I was not listening to 
what he said." 

" Oh ! I have no need to be on my guard against you." 

" Yes, you mistrust me, as you do every one else. I do 
not blame you for it. It is a sign of prudence. Though, 
all the same, you have nothing to fear from me, and neither 
have I from you." 
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" Oh ! Baroness, you know that I belong to you, body 
and soul," exclaimed Lichtenbach. 

" Yes, yes, and you would not be sorry if the converse 
were true, would you ? " interrupted the young woman, with 
a mocking smile. 

The banker's pale face lit up with passion ; he drew 
near the Baroness, and, taking her hand within his own, 
said — 

" And yet, Sophia, if you would only " 

Withdrawing her hand, she tossed her head with an air 
of disdain, and replied — 

" Yes, but I will not, there ! " 

"Never?" 

" Who can tell ? If ever I am in great pecuniary diffi- 
culties, perhaps I may apply to you. Would you advance 
me money, Lichtenbach, if I needed any ? " 

As she spoke she looked at the banker with a bewitching 
glance and a smile full of promise. The latter, as soon as 
mention was made of money, regained possession of him- 
self. Placing his hand on her lap, he said, in a tone of 
assurance — 

" I will give you as much as you need." 

" You undertake a great deal. Take care ! After all, 
there is no hurry ; the time has not come yet." 

As she spoke, she drew back slightly from Lichtenbach's 
presence. The latter sighed — 

"Ah, Sophia, you are a terrible flirt — your only pleasure 
consists in making men mad." 

" I ? You are dreaming, Lichtenbach. Have you ever 
seen me trouble about any man unless it were to my interest 
to do so ? And yet you say such silly things. One would 
think you did not know me ! " 

" On the contrary, I know you well. Even better 
than you imagine, for there are portions of your short life— 
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which, all the same, has gone through so many sensations — 
which you leave in a favourable light, so that I have under- 
stood them. You are very clever and bold. I, too, am 
very tenacious and patient, and have an instinctive know- 
ledge of what it is useful for me to know, as well as the means 
of obtaining information. Accordingly, I am well aware 
what you are to-day. Baroness Grodsko. But I also know 
what you were before." 

Sophia's eyes flashed, and her lips contracted, giving her 
face an aspect of terrible import. Looking boldly at Elias, 
she said, dryly — 

" Ah, ah ! Tell me all about it. I should be very 
pleased to know what you have learned about me. If it is 
true I will not deny it, upon my honour I will not. If false 
you may stop the wages of your informers. When one has 
spies in one's pay one should always try to have reliable and 
intelligent ones." 

" Mine never deceive me ; it is not to their interest 
to lie." 

« We shall see about that. Well " 

" Well, before becomingthev/ifeof Baron Elmer Grodsko, 
a Hungarian nobleman, who quarrelled with his family in 
order to marry you, you were dancing and singing at the 
theatre of Belgrade, in a touring troupe, directed by an 
adventurer, half villain, half rogue, named Valaque. It was 
there that Baron Elmer, on his way from Varna, saw you, 
fell in love, and carried you off, after shooting down Escovisco, 
who pursued him with a poniard." 

The young woman's lips quivered, as she said with a 
look of disdain — 

" Then that is all you know ? You cannot go back 
any further than the theatre of Belgrade, and the Escovisco 
affair ? You are making much ado about very little ! " 

" Oh ! I was proceeding in order. I could go back 
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further, and tell you of the mysterious strange death of 
Madame Ferranti, a charitable lady of Trieste, who had taken 
you, almost dead with hunger, from the streets into her 
service. You were sixteen years of age. Your bene- 
factresses had a son. On the day his mother died — she 
was said to have been poisoned, though there was no 
definite proof of this — young Ferranti left home with you, 
carrying off all the ready money, negotiable deeds, and 
jewels of his dead mother. Was it you or he who gave 
Madame Ferranti the cup of tea she drank before she fell 
asleep never to wake again ? " 

" Indeed it was neither he nor I. It was an old servant, 
who had been twenty years in their service. Besides, she 
confessed it, and as there was no proof against her, nor against 
any one else, she was released." 

"Whilst you set out for Venice, and had a pleasant 
time with your companion. Ah ! He had a fine way of 
mourning for his mother, the young Ferranti ! It was at 
the Caf6 Florian, on the Place Saint-Marc, that, one evening 
when he was drunk, the young ninny picked a quarrel with 
an Austrian major, who, the following morning, on the 
Lido, ran six inches of steel into his body, killing him on 
the spot." 

t " Quite true ! Poor Ferranti ! He was a handsome 
fellow, who waltzed divinely, but was too fond of absinthe. 
It was that which killed him, or rather the stoccata of Major 
Bruzelow — a fine man, whose moustaches went almost 
round his head, but as stupid as his sabre, and as dangerous. 
It was he who forced me to leave Venice, where I was 
enjoying myself so well 1 I could not even speak to a man 
without the Major challenging him. He would have called 
out the whole town ; I was obliged to go." 

" The Austrian police had something to do with it, had 
they not ? " 
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" I have always hated the Tedeschi, and they have always 
paid me back in the same coin ! " 

" So that you cannot return to Austria, even now ? " 

" No, all by reason of that fool of a Grodsko." 

" And what has become of this excellent Grodsko, who 
broke his mother's heart all for your sake ? " 

"The excellent Grodsko spends the summer in Vienna, 
and the winter at Monte Carlo. Both winter and summer 
he gambles to pass the time, and when he has lost he drowns 
his disappointment in drink." 

" Does he always lose ? " 

" Yes, so he is always drinking." 

" Here are a few corpses already, if I know how to 
count, to your credit, without mentioning the grief, despair, 
and shame of others. You have lived a very exciting life, 
though you have scarcely yet reached the age of thirty." 

" I was twenty-eight last week," rectified the Baroness, 
coldly. 

" You have trampled on humanity as on a carpet to gain 
your objects : luxury, pleasure, domination. And here you 
are to-day more brilliant, better loved, and more powerful than 
ever, with a strength of will which shrinks before nothing, 
and a conscience ready for anything. Am I right ? " 

She looked boldly at Lichtenbach, then, drawing from 
her pocket a cigarette-case of chased silver, she took out an 
Oriental cigarette, which she lit with perfect coolness ; then 
she replied in gentle tones — 

"Quite right, though incomplete. I am far more to 
be dreaded than you imagine. You are well aware of it, 
but are afraid of displeasing me by depicting me as I 
really am. You are in the wrong. I have such a scorn 
for mankind that you cannot vex me by declaring me to 
be ready to profit by it, as though it were a piece of 
merchandise. In my opinion, men are no more interesting 
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than cattle destined for slaughter. They serve to feed and 
enrich me ; it is for that they toil and die. Apparently, 
it is their function, since they cannot escape this fate, 
and as soon as one disappears another offers to replace him. 
Are you going to say that I am a destroying flail ? Possibly. 
All over the vs^orld there are beings born for virork, sacrifice, 
and suffering ; as there are others born irremediably for idle- 
ness, egoism, and enjoyment. It is nature which has made 
it so. To some instinct manifests itself, leading to servitude, 
to others leading to tyranny. Beings exploited and exploit- 
ing, beasts of burden and beasts of prey. Is not that the sole 
social classification founded on common sense ? Look all 
around you, Lichtenbach, it is an invariable rule : a flock 
of simpletons led away, fleeced, and strangled by a few 
audacious individuals. Will you reproach me for being of 
the number of those who strangle, rather than of those who 
fleece ? We are both at the same game, Lichtenbach ; the 
only difference is, I am bold enough to confess it, whilst you 
are hypocritical enough to say nothing. Our object is the 
same — the exploitation of the human race for our greatest 
mutual profit and pleasure. There you are! If I am wrong, 
prove it to me now." 

She had spoken without raising her voice, and the calm 
tone in which these terrible theories had been expounded as 
they came from that charming mouth formed so strange a 
contrast with the ferocious cynicism of the confession that 
Lichtenbach, who, although he appeared to have no illusions 
left concerning his beautiful and dangerous' partner, was placed 
for a moment out of countenance. He had very few scruples, 
this trafficker in all kinds of goods, who had commenced by 
despoiling his country in its hour of trial, and who continued 
speculating on social poverty and infamy. But now he 
found himself confronted by a creature more audacious and 
violent, if not more redoubtable, than himself, And he 
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weighed in imagination the perils she might make him incur 
and the advantages she could bring him. This beautiful, 
intelligent, and unscrupulous woman was an admirable in- 
strument. He knew what she was capable of, but he had 
no wish to run so great a risk as she ran without any need. 
The adventures which offered the Baroness Sophia her most 
certain means of existence were not open to him ; other 
matters, those of a man on the eve of becoming a Deputy, 
perhaps a Minister, and those of this industrial cosmopolity, 
coining money with filth and blood. His coolness returned. 
He had said too much that was foolish at the beginning of 
the conversation. The time had come to mitigate the con- 
fidence of the beautiful Sophia, and to give her to understand 
that, between herself and himself, their existed a stout barrier 
of respectability and of millions of francs. 

" On the whole, my dear Baroness," he said, " there is 
some truth in what you have just said, though your manner 
of explaining yourself is rather exotic. Your pompous and 
declamatory cynicism is of the Orient. All you have 
declared a few moments ago may be summed up in a very 
few words ; human inequality is unchangeable. There are 
fools and rogues. The first are exploited by the second, 
under the surveillance of the police and the control of the 
law. In your theory, you have not granted sufficient impor- 
tance to police and law. I could not recommend you too 
strongly to pay more attention to them. They are one of 
the most important factors in the problem you are spending 
your life in solving. If you consider them as a neglectable 
quantity, one of these mornings you will receive a rude 
awakening." 

She smiled disdainfully — 

"The small fish are caught in the meshes of the net, 
the large ones break through and escape. I am afraid of 
no thing or person except myself. I alone am capable of 
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doing myself any harm. That, of course, I never think of 
doing." 

" Not just now. But you have gone through moments 
of anxiety. I heard that in London tv(fo years ago." 

A dark cloud came over Sophia's brow. She suddenly 
flung her cigarette into the fire, and in changed accents, 
said — 

" Yes, I have committed acts of folly, for I was in love. 
And a woman in love becomes as stupid as a man." 

" The object of your affections was an actor, I believe, 
the handsome Stevenson ? " 

" Yes, Richard Stevenson, the rival of Irving." 

" You were madly in love with him, but he played you 
false. Accordingly, one evening you found means to entice 
your rival on board a yacht you had hired, lying at anchor 
on the Thames. Since that time she was never heard of." 

" Ah I You are acquainted with that anecdote ? Indeed 
you have been well informed. Do you also know that 
Stevenson, to whom in a fit of madness I had said that he 
would never see her again, beat me with his cane, and left 
me almost dead on the spot ? " 

" The stick presented to him by the Prince of Wales, 
doubtless. You must have felt highly flattered. It did not 
prevent you two days later from going to the Empire, and 
cheering your brutal persecutor." 

" Yes, I loved the wretch ; but now, luckily, all that is 
over." 

Lichtenbach burst into a laugh. 

"What have you done with the handsome Cesare 
Agostini ? " 

"Ah ! He forms a mere pastime for me. I must 
interest myself in some one or other. That is no passion 
at all." 

" All the same, he costs you a great deal, I suppose ? " 
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"Enormous sums ! These Italians are terrible spend- 
thrifts. This one knows one good way of making money, 
and ten better ways of spending it. In the first place, he is 
a gambler, and then, he cannot see a fine ring without buy- 
ing it. But then, he has a few good qualities. He is no 
novice at either pistol or sword." 

" He is simply a bravo." 

" At your service, if there is any one you wish to be 
rid of." 

" Is he bold and intrepid ? " 

" Yes ; but, above all, to be relied on. Try him, you 
will be well satisfied." 

Lichtenbach's countenance grew dark, as it always did 
every time a subject was mentioned which did not please him, 
and he said in arrogant tones — 

" Much obliged, but I do not deal in drama ; comedy 
is sufficient for me." 

" Ah ! You're fond of a joke. You are still one of those 
good apostles who insinuate a crime, have it executed, and 
then exclaim in candid tones, ' I have had nothing to do with 
it ! ' Have you had nothing to do with this affair at Vanves, 
I should like to know ? " 

This time Elias became quite angry. 

" Silence ! What are you thinking of to cry out in such 
a loud voice ? Are we the only ones in the house ? " 

She burst into a laugh. 

" Well, well ! You amuse me ! For an hour you have 
been telling me my own history, without the slightest pre- 
caution, and when I make the slightest allusion to your's you 
tremble with fear. You do not mind compromising me, but 
not yourself. Very kind of you." 

" My daughter is here, and I have no wish " 

" For her to know you under your real aspect. For you 
are a regular scoundrel, Lichtenbach, and of the very vyprst 
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kind, one who wishes to keep up appearances, even with one's 
accomplices. Do you think you can deceive me, eh ? Your 
Jesuitism has no affect on me ; I am well acquainted with 
.your lubricity. In the whole world there is no more villain- 
ous character than yourself, and yet you wish to be taken 
for a man of honour and virtue 1 " 

Lichtenbach, pale with fear and anger, exclaimed — 

" Baroness ! Really, you wish to throw me into a 
passion." 

" Oh no, no ! Now I will be very nice with you. 
Listen, my voice is a mere whisper. Lean over and listen. 
I need a hundred thousand francs to-night, to have Hans 
carried off to Geneva. He can bear the journey now. 
Cesare has gone to see him." 

" Do you think he will survive ? " asked Lichtenbach. 

" Yes. That vexes you ? You would rather be well rid of 
him ? Calm yourself, he would bite off his tongue rather than 
betray a companion. Besides, what does he know ? That 
your interests were the same as ours, and that, had he found 
the formulas for the explosive for commerce, you would have 
paid as much for them as those for whom we are working 
would have paid for the war explosive. The coup missed. 
Hans is maimed. But, thanks to me, you are free from all 
suspicion." 

Looking calmly at Elias, she said — 

" A hundred thousand francs, on account." 

" On account ? " 

" Yes, on account. And do not waste any time. General 
de Tr^mont, whom you hated so strongly, has been killed 
for 'you. How much would you give for Baradier and 
Graff" 

" Nothing, nothing ! " groaned Lichtenbach. " What 
crimes are these you are laying to my account ? That I 
desired the death of General de Tr6mont and am anxious 
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to harm Baradier and Graff? You are wandering ! It is 
sheer madness ! Certainly they are my enemies, and have 
done me a great deal of harm. But, commit a crime on 
that account ! Never, never ! If they were to die, ah ! I 
should consider it as a divine providence, but hasten their 
last moments by a single hour or minute, I, great God ! " 

" Of Abraham, of Jacob, and of Moses ! Yes, my fine 
renegade ! My good Lichtenbach ! " said the Baroness, 
with a look of scorn. " Yes, you are quite ready to accept 
the favours of providence, incarnated under the features of 
the Baroness Grodsko, but you will not take the initiative 
yourself. Hypocrisy again ! You ask for nothing, but 
you accept all ! Well, your unuttered prayer shall be 
granted ! " 

" Baroness ! In the name of God, do not compromise 
me. Do not proceed without instructions." 

" Ah, ah ! How terrified you are. You remind me 
of old Tr6mont when I handled his chemical products after 
dessert. ' Don't touch that, it is deadly ! ' he would say. 
Meanwhile, I tried to take in wax the impress of the lock 
of the iron casket, which Hans succeeded in opening, but 
which cost him his arm. And all for nothing. The box 
exploded, and destroyed the secret in the midst of the flames. 
But some one has this secret, and I must find it out. What- 
ever it cost I will obtain possession of it ? " 

" What have you been promised for it r " 

She looked at him, with a laugh. 

"You are very inquisitive ! Don't think I shall tell 
you, however. Professional pride apart — for, after all, one 
does not care to fail in a mission of this importance — the 
affair is worth all the trouble I am taking. Meanwhile, 
my hundred thousand francs ! " 

Lichtenbach opened a drawer, took out ten bundles of 
bank-notes, and held them out to the Baroness. 

H 
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" Here they are." 

" Thanks. Now, Lichtenbach, what would you say if 
it were young Marcel Baradier who was the depository of 
old Tr6mont's formulas ? " 

Elias sat up with renewed interest. 

" What ! What makes you think " 

" Ah, ah ! Cannibal, you have just smelt human flesh, 
and have become quite young again in consequence." 

" Baroness, you will kill me with anguish." 

" Ah ! Yes, you look as though you would die, indeed ! 
Hate, Lichtenbach, hate is a far stronger sentiment than 
love, is it not ? " 

He made no reply. The only thing that was now of 
importance to him was the supposition Sophia had just 
given utterance to. He saw nothing, except that the son 
of his deadly enemy might possibly be in possession of this 
secret they were so anxious to fathom. If only it were 
possible ! Suppose chance were to give him the opportunity 
of crushing the very people he hated with all his soul, and> 
at the same time, depriving them of a fortune. He asked 
the Baroness in eager tones — 

" What makes you think the General took Marcel 
Baradier into his confidence ? " 

" In the first place, they saw one another constantly ; 
the young man was admitted into his laboratory, a most 
exceptional favour. I know well he worked there with 
Tr^mont, who had entire confidence in him. However 
mysterious a man may be, however close and sullen, a fatal 
hour is sure to come, when he is forced to unburden himself. 
The General would never have imparted his plans to a 
man, even to his best friend, for he was as cunning as a 
fox. But, after dinner, with a good cigar between his lips, 
he felt strongly impelled to dazzle me, and as he could not 
do this either by his youth or his beauty, he attempted to 
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win me over by his genius. In this way, on different 
occasions, he let slip several small incidents, which, collected 
and co-ordinated by a good memory, form a certainty." 

"Then all is not lost?" 

" Nothing is ever lost." 

" Then what are you going to do, Baroness ? " 

"You shall know when it is to my interest to tell 
you." 

" You have no confidence in me ? " 

" Under what pretext should I have confidence in you ? 
I know you only too well. You will serve me until the 
time comes when you find it more to your advantage to 
throw me over." 

" I ! " 

" You, Elias Lichtenbach ; but that is all the same to 
me — ^I hold you'now." 

" Do you hope to succeed ? " 

"I always hope to succeed. Look at me now, please." 

She threw back her head with a movement of volup- 
tuous grace, which seemed to intensify her beauty a 
hundredfold. She smiled, and her eyes and lips assumed an 
expression of passionate ardour, which sent a thrill through 
the veins of Lichtenbach. Who could resist this creature's 
imperious power ? She well knew the extent of her charm. 
At a sign from her men became changed into slaves. She 
was the magician who loosened human passions and appetites, 
and led lost creatures to folly, shame, and crime. 

" Yes ; you will succeed in whatever you undertake," 
murmured Lichtenbach, fascinated by her charm. 

" No exaggeration ! I am not infallible, as you know, 
since Trdmont escaped me. Still, I will do everything a 
human being can do to succeed. Have confidence, and 
keep calm, that is all I ask." 

A rolling of wheels was heard under the carriage gate. 
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and a trampling of horses' hoofs announced the return of 
Mademoiselle Lichtenbach. 

" It is my daughter returning," said the banker. 

" Then she is at home for the present ? " 

" She wished to assist at the funeral of the General de 
Tr6mont, whose daughter is a friend of hers." 

A smile flitted across the lips of the Baroness. 

" Chance or precaution ? " 

" Chance," said Lichtenbach, coldly. " They are both 
at the Sacr^-Coeur. They found themselves thrown to- 
gether, and a mutual attachment sprang up." 

"And now that you know of it, you encourage this 
intimacy ? " 

" I never oppose my daughter." 

" That is true ; I forgot. You are a good father, 
Lichtenbach. It is the last concession you have made to 
humanity. And it is there that you are still vulnerable. 
Take care ! " 

" My daughter is an angel, who prays for me. I dread 
nothing. She has her mother's goodness and grace." 

" And she imagines you to be a good and honourable 
father. Suppose the day were to come when her eyes were 
opened about yourself?" 

Elias stood upright in threatening attitude. 

" Who could do that ? " 

" One of your enemies ; you do not lack them now. 
Perhaps a friend ; the world is so wicked." 

" His boldness would cost him dear ! " growled Lich- 
tenbach, 

The Baroness arose. She walked about the room for a 
few seconds, as though'undecided to leave. Then she asked — 

" Before I go, could I see your daughter ? " 

Lichtenbach looked steadily at her, then he replied 
rudely — 
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« No." 

"Why not?" 

" Because it is useless." 

" Are you afraid that I shall corrupt her by speaking a 
few words to her ? " 

" Perhaps." 

"Bravo ! Well, you are frank now, at any rate." 

Lichtenbach raised himself to his full height, and, 
repaying Sophia in a single moment for all the insolent 
expressions she had been so prodigal with the last hour, 
said — 

" Mademoiselle Lichtenbach can have nothing in common 
with the Baroness Grodsko." 

Sophia gave a gesture of indifference. 

" Very well. As you please. Au revoir, Lichtenbach." 

She was going in the direction of the hall when he 
stopped her. 

" Not that way." 

Opening a door, concealed behind some folds of tapestry, 
he said — 

" Go down this staircase, you will meet no one." 

"There is no trap-dungeon at the bottom ?" she asked, 
laughingly. 

" No ; there is only the concierge's room." 

"Adieu. No ill will?" 

" I should think not ; you ought to be well satisfied. 
You carry away with you indulgences to the extent of a 
hundred thousand francs. Au revoir." 

She disappeared. He returned to his desk in dreamy 
mood. This woman, so dangerous and depraved, always 
disturbed him, though he knew her well. 

A knock at the door threw him from his reverie. , Rising 
to open it, an expression of pleasure came into his face. 
It was his daughter, who had come to see him. 
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" Am I not disturbing you ? " she asked, with a shade of 
uneasiness in her voice. 

" No, my darling, you never disturb me. Have you had 
a pleasant visit ? " 

" Very pleasant. They were all very kind to me." 

Lichtenbach said nothing ; his eyes fell on the ground. 
He did not wish his daughter to catch their expression. 

" Madeline is very fortunate to find such devoted friends 
in her trouble. Madame Baradier is an excellent lady. She 
is going to keep the poor girl with them. Although I am 
very sorry she is leaving the convent, since we shall be 
separated in future, I am very glad to know that she has found 
such good friends. It will be like a renewal of life for her." 

" You are so sympathetic, my little Marianne." 

"The blow which has struck Madeline is so terrible. 
Can anything more terrible happen to a child than to lose 
its parents ? And when one has no longer one's mother, 
as was the case with both of us." 

The young girl's voice shook, tears stood in her eyes. 
Lichtenbach turned pale, but kept his eyes still fixed on the 
ground. 

" It was this similarity of situation which, from the very 
first day, drew us together. Our common sorrow has 
been the source of our aiFection. It seemed to us that, as 
we were less loved than the rest we ought to be all the 
dearer to one another. She had for her father the same 
affection I have for you. It seems he was a great savant. 
Did you know him ? " 

He was obliged to reply. In tremulous tones he said — 

" No ; I have only heard mention of him." 

" He was a very close friend of M. Baradier, and the 
godfather of his son Marcel. They all bewail his loss." 

Lichtenbach raised his eyes from the ground ; he looked 
at his daughter with keen look— 
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" Who has told you all this ? " 

" Madame Baradier and Madeline." 

" You have spoken to Mademoiselle Baradier ? " 

" Yes ; and to her mother as well." 

" And the son also, perhaps ? " 

The sudden harshness of tone in Lichtenbach's questions 
troubled Marianne. She stopped astonished — 

" But, papa, I assure you, everybody was exceedingly 
kind to me. M. Marcel Baradier accompanied me right to 
the carriage. Was it not quite natural ? " 

" Yes, yes, perfectly natural. Repeat to me all they said 
to you. Did they make no mention of me ? " 

" Not once. Your name was not even pronounced. I 
was surprised at that, for the Baradier family must know 
you. You formerly lived in the same town." 

" Yes, we lived in the same town, and left it together. 
But we did not travel the same road. For, I ought to tell 
you, there was no friendship between us. My father and 
the Graffs had been hostile to one another. GraflF is Bara- 
dier's brother-in-law." 

" But all this happened so long ago that it is doubtless 
forgotten," 

" No, my dear girl," said Elias, solemnly. " Nothing is 
forgotten." 

"So you are not well disposed towards Madeline's 
friends ? " 

" Had I been ill disposed, should I have permitted you to 
call on them ? " 

" Then it is they who wish you ill ? That must be 
unjust on their part, for you are so good and kind. There 
must be some misunderstanding, and you do not know one 
another sufficiently." 

"It is not so, my child. We have long known one 
another very well, and have always been opposed to one 
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another. You are grown up now, and in a position to learn 
what life has in store for you. Very well ! From the 
Baradiers and Graffs you have nothing favourable to expect. 
Every time you have dealings with them be on your guard. 
I had made up my mind to enlighten you some day on the 
situation this inveterate hostility has created between us. 
To-day is as good a time as any. I permitted you to enter 
the house which has received Mademoiselle de Tr^mont that 
you might not be in a position to accuse me of having con- 
cealed from you the least fraction of truth. Now you have 
seen the Baradiers, and you are convinced that I can treat 
with them on equal terms. Your grandfather Lichtenbach 
suffered a great deal at their hands in days gone by. He 
was an honest man, who commenced life in a very humble 
way. They humiliated and tortured him. When I was a 
poor little trader they spread abroad all kinds of calumny 
and slander about me. But I repaid them for all their 
insolence to old Lichtenbach. All this happened before we 
had left Lorraine — long before you were born. Still, this 
kind of hatred leaves an almost indestructible ferment in the 
heart. Whatever goes back to days of childhood and youth 
remains graven more firmly in the memory than things 
that happen in mature life. The Baradiers and Graflfe came 
to Paris, so did I at a later date. We have been separated 
by life more completely than by immense distances, for in 
this great city, from street to street, quarter to quarter, one 
is more separated than from province to province. And yet, 
we have never forgotten the past. The Baradiers and Graffs 
are the inveterate enemies of the Lichtenbachs. Keep that 
well in your mind, my child, and let it be the rule of your 
conduct under every circumstance in life." 
Marianne looked at her father uneasily. 
" Then you wish me to espouse your quarrel ? " 
" God forbid ! I love you too well to endanger your 
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peace of mind, and I will do all I can to protect you from 
anything which might cause you pain and suffering. I have 
opened your eyes, for you must know how to discern, at a 
given moment, the causes of certain events, and the bearing 
of certain expressions. Leave to me the responsibility of 
assuring your security and happiness." 

" Can I go and see Madeline again ? " 

" Why should you ? If you do not call on her what 
will prevent her coming to see you ? " 

" I shall be at the convent." 

" Not for ever." 

The young girl gave her father a beseeching look as 
she said — 

" Ah ! If you would only let me stay with you,^ how 
pleased I should be." 

Lichtenbach's face lit up with an expression of joy and 
gladness. 

" What would you do here ? " he asked good humouredly. 

" I would keep the house for you. There is great need 
of it, though I do not wish to criticize. A woman would 
not leave this fine mansion in so gloomy and so dismal- 
looking a condition. So little would be needed to arrange 
the rooms so as to make them comfortable and agreeable. 
Besides, you could devote yourself entirely to your own 
work, and you would see how much better everything would 
go. It is not a man's role to give orders to servants. Would 
you not like to have some one about you who would ever be 
affectionately on the watch to attend to your every need and 
comfort ? I am eighteen years old now ; they no longer 
know what to teach me at the convent. Very soon it will 
be I who will be giving lessons to the pupils. Have I been 
born into the world to be a teacher at the Sacr6-Cceur ? 
You have a daughter ; she does not belong to others, she is 
your own. Why don't you keep her to yourself \ " 
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As she spoke she flung her arms round him and pressed 
him to her breast, so that the paternal instinct of Elias 
warmed gently under the influence of her fond caresses. 
This man, harsh-natured and ferocious as he was, became 
filled with generous and tender sentiments as his child looked 
down upon him. A sigh escaped his lips. 

" If I were to listen to you, should I not be doing some- 
thing very imprudent ? One should be alone and untram- 
melled if he wishes to remain strong and safe." 

"But what are you afraid of? To listen to you one 
would imagine you were in a state of war with enemies lying 
in ambush for you. Is life so full of dangers ? Is there no 
protection in this world from one's foes ? " 

Elias smiled. 

" Simple upright minds never see anything threatening 
to be afraid of. They are blind. But sagacious observers 
look at everything with anxious, uneasy eyes, and see danger 
all around. Look at the sea ; at the first glance all you can 
distinguish will be an immense sheet of water, azure-blue, 
the mirror of the sky, furrowed all over by vessels, and 
troubled by the winds. Then lean over, and try to pierce 
the ocean's deep bed, and you will see frightful reefs, whose 
existence you never suspected, and terrible monsters ever on 
the watch. D'ebris and wrecks, the lamentable remains of 
ships and seamen, will prove to you that danger is ever 
present, that catastrophes are everyday events, and to avoid 
them, unceasing attention and prudence are needed. It is the 
same with society, which you believe trustworthy, and with 
life, which you judge so easy. The surface is smooth and 
attractive, but beneath everything is monstrous and terrifying. 
Still, I am here to watch over you, do not be uneasy. By my 
side you will be sheltered from danger, and as you wish to 
stay at home, my dear child, you shall do so. Your presence 
will be a consolation and a joy to me in the decline of life." 
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Holding out his arms, she threw herself on his breast 
with a cry of gratitude. Lichtenbach, rather ashamed at 
having given way to such tender emotions, said briefly — 

" Well, that is settled. I will send to the convent for 
your wardrobe and all your belongings, and you shall settle 
down here at once." 

" Oh, my dear father, it would scarcely be worth while 
to take back the few garments I have ; they may be disposed 
of in charity. There are only a few personal souvenirs I 
should like to keep. You will give me some money, will 
you not, as a present for these excellent nuns who have 
taken such good care of me ? " 

" But you are rich, my darling," said Elias, with a smile. 
" You have your mother's fortune, which has been accumu- 
lating interest. Besides, I must give up my accounts to you." 

Marianne went up to her father, and, kissing him 
tenderly, said— ^ 

" This will serve as a receipt for everything ! " 



CHAPTER V 

M. Mayeur, examining magistrate, was seated in his study, 
near the fireplace, whilst his clerk, in listless mood, was 
engaged in questioning one of the agents, charged with 
investigating the Vanves affair. M. Mayeur was terribly 
bored ; he was accustomed to carry through sensational 
affairs, without giving himself much trouble. The results 
were obtained with regularity, and as though by enchant- 
ment. Chance seemed to favour him, and he was reputed 
to be the luckiest judge on the bench. He had become 
accustomed to his good fortune, so, when the Vanves aiFair 
had been placed in his hands, he gave a smile of satisfaction 
and confidence, whilst his clerk, rubbing together his hands, 
with a look of pity for the culprits, said — 

" We shall not need to spend much time over this 
matter ! " 

And yet matters were dragging along slowly. For a 
whole week, M. Mayeur had multiplied his investigations, 
sent out detective after detective, summoned witnesses, and 
fulfilled judicial commissions. Nothing came of it all. As 
he expressed it, he was moving about in a thick fog, from 
which he could not escape. Every evening the Government 
agent sent for him, and asked in satirical accents — 

" Well, Mayeur, where are we now ? " 

And the magistrate, accustomed as he was to success, 
found himself obliged to reply — 

io8 
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" Ah, sir, we are still on the look-out, but we have found 
nothing yet." 

" Ah, ah ! The deuce ! A week already flown since 
the crime was committed. Your chances are diminishing. 
In proportion as time passes, false tracks appear, and the 
scent becomes fainter. I expected a better result from 
you 1 As a rule, your inspiration is clearer." 

" But there is nothing whatever to take hold of — not the 
slightest clue in the cursed affair ! " 

" What ! Nothing ? You have the corpse of the 
victim, the house in ruins, and the arm of the assassin ! 
What are you doing with this latter ? It ought to reveal 
something." 

" For the present it is in the frigorific apparatus," growled 
M. Mayeur. " But neither corpse, nor house, nor arm gives 
me the slightest results. An evil genius seems to have passed 
over everything, carrying with it death and mutilation, and 
leaving nothing behind. It is enough to drive one mad ! " 

" Gently, Mayeur, keep a cool head, whatever happens. 
Persevere. You have been spoiled by success, but do not 
be discouraged ; at any moment light may flash on the 
whole affair, and clear up everything." 

What caused M. Mayeur the greatest chagrin was that 
he was perfectly aware of the secret pleasure his want of 
success gave all his colleagues. A magistrate who had failed 
in so important an investigation ; how could he expect to 
be nominated to the Assize Court, contrary to all normal 
promotion, if he had no longer his invariable good luck as his 
supreme justification ? And, seated in his study, with his 
back to the light, looking vacantly into the fire, whilst 
his clerk ran the risk of dislocating his jaw with too much 
gaping, M. Mayeur, to satisfy his conscience, in mournful 
accents, questioned one of his agents, who had returned after 
% fruitless search. 
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" So there was no trace of the wounded man having 
passed through the cottage gardens, nor on the road to 
Paris ? " 

" No, sir. I have visited all the inns frequented by the 
quarrymen and gardeners of the district. No one could give 
me any definite information. One would imagine the 
murderer had been annihilated by the explosion itself." 

" Nothing of the kind ! He was tracked to within three 
hundred paces from the Tr^mont property, and there a trail 
of blood, quite visible, which he had left all the way, suddenly 
disappeared. Did he, at that spot, find his accomplices 
waiting for him ? Was he carried oiF? How and where? 
Nothing but darkness and obscurity 1 " 

" Those who committed the crime are not professional 
thieves, although the General has been robbed of objects of 
value he carried on his person. Accordingly, they will not 
be found so easily. That is where the whole diflSculty 
comes in." 

The magistrate gave a gesture of discontent, as though 
to signify that he knew all that. Stroking his beard, he 
said, with a sigh — 

" You may go now. Send me Baudoin, the General's 
servant, whom I have sent for afresh." 

The agent bowed, and left the room. A moment after 
the door opened again, and the valet's resolute, intelligent 
face appeared. He already sympathized with the clerk, who 
gave him a friendly nod. The magistrate said, in sulky 
tones — 

" Take a seat, M. Baudoin. I have disturbed you once 
more, with the object of explaining certain details which I 
find incomprehensible." 

" Do not apologize, sir ; it is no disturbance if it is for 
anything concerning the General. Ah ! I should only be 
too happy if I could give you any efficient help in your task !" 
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How could this servant throw light on a mystery which 
he, Mayeur, could not succeed in unravelling ? Well, it 
could not be helped. The clerk seemed overjoyed at his 
master's humiliation. He had been worrying him long 
enough with his lack of capacity. A striking failure would 
make him less self-confident, and he would be a little more 
indulgent towards his subordinate, whom he always appeared 
to look upon as an imbecile. Fume away, my good master I 
That will not help you much. And the clerk gave another 
mighty yawn, 

" This woman you saw leave the carriage at the door of 
the house — was she tall or short ? " 

" Rather tall. But as she was wrapped in a large mantle 
I could not say precisely. By the way in which she 
descended from the carriage, I should imagine she was 
rather slender in build." 

" And her companion ? " 

" Oh ! her companion ; I saw him distinctly. He was 
a strong man, with a thick beard, light-complexioned, and 
brutal in appearance. He wore a grey felt hat and a dark 
suit. His accent was foreign, and " 

" Do you think it is the man your master called Hans ? " 
asked the magistrate. 

"It could be no one else. The General received no 
one, except his friends. Messieurs Baradier and GrafF. The 
people who came on different occasions at night to the villa 
must have been regular villains for him not to permit me to 
stay with him." 

" What do you consider the reason of this precaution on 
the part of M. de Tr^mont ? " 

" The fact that he would see me trying to fathom the 
plots of this lady and her acolyte." 

" Then, in your opinion, it is a feminine intrigue which 
is at the root of the matter f " 
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" Apparently, yes," 

" And in reality ? " 

"It was their object to steal from the General his 
formulae for the manufacture of his new powders." 

" Then the woman was only an intermediary ? " 

" An intermediary, no. They well knew the General 
would never consent to a bargain. A bait, yes. I did not 
see the woman, but every time she came she left the General's 
study impregnated with a peculiar perfume of a very capti- 
vating odour. Oh ! I should recognize it amongst a hundred ! 
The woman's voice, too, was caressing and seductive. 
Ah ! my poor master ! She knew what power she had 
over him. That woman was capable of anything — of 
driving mad a brave warm-hearted man like my master, 
of pouring over him the poison of her looks and smiles, and 
having him cruelly killed for some cause I know nothing 
of. As for the man Hans, he was only an agent — a well- 
informed man, for the General respected his opinions, and 
could speak with him of his discoveries, but not of the same 
social position as his accomplice. He was an ordinary, even 
a rough individual. The woman's prestige must have been 
demanded to have had him received by M. de Trdmont, 
who was so aristocratic." 

" And you could never find out, by means of the cook, 
who remained in the house, what took place when you had 
left the house ? " 

" No, she was of a very dull intellect. Outside of her 
work, there was very little to be obtained from her. That is 
the reason M. de Tr6mont had no cause to mistrust her. 
All the same, she saw the woman on several occasions, and 
told me that she was a miracle of beauty — young, light- 
complexioned, with eyes that would have damned a saint. 
She spoke with the General in a foreign language. Now 
the General could only speak English and Italian." 
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" Was your master rich ? " 

" No, sir, he had a very modest fortune — about twenty 
thousand francs income. But his discoveries were very 
valuable. And it was these the woman was aiming at. 
In all probability, whilst she was with the General, her 
accomplice was examining the papers and searching among 
the products." 

" You never found any paper dealing with the relations 
of the General with this woman ? " 

« Never." 

" What became of the telegrams the General received 
telling him of the arrival of his visitors ? " 

" The General burnt them himself. I saw him do it. 
Ah ! Every precaution was taken by my brave master not 
to compromise the fair Baroness. God knows how he 
loved her ! He trembled like a student at the idea of 
seeing her ! " 

" And yet he never gave up to her the secret of his 
discoveries ? " 

Baudoin's face became serious, 

"Ah ! He was reserving his secret for France. I 
heard him say so more than once, after an experiment 
which satisfied him : ' Baudoin, my good fellow, when our 
artillery has this powder, we shall no longer be afraid of 
any one.' Certainly the General was passionately fond of 
this woman. But he loved his country far more, and 
between the two, he did not hesitate. Besides, that was 
certainly the cause of his death. They could not succeed 
in taking his secret by fair means, so they attempted to 
obtain possession of it by force." 

The clerk had ceased yawning; he was listening to 
Baudoin with sympathetic interest all the while he was 
writing his deposition. He wrote down the main outlines 
only, for it was the third time M. Mayeur was having the 

I 
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same thing repeated to him, as though he hoped to discover 
among expressions already heard, some special signification 
which would permit him to unravel the truth. And it 
was always this love intrigue, cloaking the criminal attempt, 
the bearing of which he could not succeed in gauging. 
Was it a matter that concerned international politics or 
was it mere spying ? Or simply a bold attempt to seize a 
commercial product of considerable value ? Still, before 
whatever hypothesis he stopped, there was obscurity with 
regard to cause, ignorance concerning details, an impenetrable 
mystery which maddened him, and which seemed as though 
it would compromise his career. Flinging himself back in 
his chair, he said — 

" Yes, the criminals have taken great precautions. The 
General is dead, the servant, too, is dead, and you had been 
sent away. The wounded man has disappeared, as though 
buried in the bowels of the earth. And the unknown 
woman is mocking at our researches." 

Baudoin shook his head. 

" So long as attempts are made to find her, she will hide, 
and nothing will be discovered. If the matter concerned 
me, I know what I should do." 

M. Mayeur, in his distress, flashed at the valet a look of 
curiosity. When he, the examining magistrate, so famous 
for a resourceful imagination, no longer knew what expedient 
to try, a simple witness pretended to understand the position, 
and point out the means to be followed. He was on the 
point of crushing him with official disdain, by telling him 
to trouble with what concerned him, when he thought that, 
after all, advice was not to be neglected, and he might 
despise it afterwards, if necessary. He accordingly asked, 
in mocking tones, to safeguard his dignity — 

"Then, what would you do, M. Baudoin,?" 

" Please pardon me, sir, if what I say is foolish, btit if 
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the affair were in my hand, instead of sending out in every 
direction, seeking information everywhere, I would not stir 
a step. I should let it be known that I had given up the 
pursuit, and was engaged in something else. You must know 
what takes place in a barn, where there are mice. There is 
a general rush to the holes as soon as the sound of entering 
feet are heard. If you remain quiet, after a few moments 
the mice are seen to be risking out again, and playing about 
the floor as before. Well, I believe it would be the same 
in the present case. I beg pardon, if I interfere in the 
matter, but I, too, am bent on finding the rascals who killed 
my master, and if I can contribute towards their capture it 
will be the brightest ^ay of my life." 

M. Mayeur no longer cast a disdainful glance at the 
General's valet. He smiled at him in most amiable mood. 
For, in a flash he had furnished him with the means of 
taking advantage of the difficulty in this cursed affair. 
When the Government agent should say to him, that very 
evening — " Well, my dear Mayeur, where have you got to 
now ? Nothing yet ? " instead of replying in a tone of vexa- 
tion, "Nothing at all," thus confessing his inability to 
discover, and even the absence of grounds on which to 
found his researches, he would be able to reply : " This 
matter has been badly begun, I undertake to recommence 
everything ab ovo. We have to deal with rogues who are 
exceedingly cunning. I intend to change my plans entirely." 
This time he would no longer appear incapable, as though 
he were entrusted with a task too difficult for his capacity. 
He would secure an honourable retreat, and gain time as 
well. 

Resuming his stiff and formal gravity, he said — 
"There will be plenty of time to act as you suggest. 
But I have still at my disposal many other means of throw- 
ing light on the subject." 
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His clerk, pen in mouth, could not help laughing out- 
right. When Mayeur was at bay, without a single idea in 
his head, befooled by the culprits when he had not the 
slightest idea where to look for them, he still pretended to 
"throw light on the subject." Light on the subject! It 
was enough to make any one laugh ! He gave Baudoin a 
wink, and noisily rattled his desk. 

M. Mayeur, as though he guessed the secret hostility of 
his subordinate, said to him — 

" Just go and see if Colonel Vallenot has come from the 
Ministry." 

The clerk stretched himself, showed Baudoin his 
cigarette-case, with a grimace which signified, "I'm just 
going to smoke one," and left the room. M. Mayeur fol- 
lowed him, bolted the door, and returning to Baudoin, said — 

" I would rather we were alone in discussing the subject 
I am engaged on. The slightest indiscretion in so delicate 
a matter might ruin everything. Just now you gave me a 
piece of advice which I might follow to advantage. Still, 
you did not tell me everything. You are better informed 
than you have yet shown. Perhaps they are only suspicions, 
still, I am sure you are quite determined to help justice in an 
energetic pursuit of your master's murderers. Why have you 
not perfect confidence in me ? We have the same object 
in view. Come, M. Baudoin, be frank and open. You 
imagine you have discovered some means of laying hands 
on the culprits ? " 

Baudoin raised his head, and looking fixedly at the 
magistrate, saw that he was in passionate earnest. He 
thought that he had really an ally in him, and that pro- 
fessional secrecy guaranteed his discretion, and accordingly 
made up his mind to speak. 

" Well ! yes, I have a means by which we shall lay our 
hands on the culprits." 
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" What is it ? " 

" First of all, swear that what I am about to say shall not 
be repeated." 

" But ," protested the judge. 

"Take it or leave it," declared Baudoin, bluntly. "I 
am risking my life and that of others as well. I shall say 
nothing, unless you give me your word of honour not to 
repeat to a living soul what I am going to entrust to you." 

" Not even to my chief ? " 

"Not a word to any one ! Do you give me your 
promise ? " 

" Very well ! I promise." 

" Well, then 1 as I told you before, in matters concern- 
ing scientific research, the General had confidence in no one 
except a young man whom he loved as though he were his 
own child, M. Baradier's son. I have reason to believe that 
M. Marcel knows M. de Tr6mont's formulae. If, therefore, 
the villains we are on the look-out for have the slightest sus- 
picion that they might in this direction try the coup which 
failed with the General, as soon as they are reassured as to 
the result of the present search, they will set to work afresh. 
It is there my task will begin. I am entering the service of 
M. Marcel, and I shall not leave him a single moment. 
Besides, I have a friend, who is accustomed to such work. I 
am taking him with me. The two of us are organizing a 
continual surveillance. If the plot recommences, we let it 
develop, and intervene at the critical moment. That is my 
plan. That is why I made bold, a few minutes ago, to 
advise you to give up the game, to all appearance. With 
villains like those with whom we have to deal, there may 
be a great deal of trouble. Now, you may do all that is 
necessary to giVe me a hand, and as soon as developments 
have come to a head, I will immediately lay the matter in 
your hands." 
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The examining magistrate reflected for a moment, then 
said — 

" All this is outside of legal precedent, but the situation is 
an exceptional one. Above everything, we must succeed ! 
If we have to deal with determined criminals, as I imagine 
is the case, this is not their first attempt, and perhaps 
we shall capture a whole gang. Put into performance, 
therefore, the plan you have indicated, and, at the slightest 
difficulty, come to me, and I will summon all the forces of 
the law to your aid. You need simply show me the begin- 
ning of the thread, and I will go right to the end." 

" Good ; you shall hear from me at the right time. 
Not another word, for here is your clerk returning." 

The clerk knocked at the closed door, and the magistrate 
opened it. Colonel Vallenot stood in the passage, and M. 
Mayeur addressed him — . 

" Come in. Colonel, take a seat." 

Turning towards Baudoin, he said — 
" You may now retire, M. Baudoin ; I don't think I shall 
need you for some time to come. All the same, if you leave 
Paris, give M. Baradier your address, so that the summons I 
shall address to you may reach you in good time." 

Baudoin bowed to the magistrate, saluted the Colonel in 
military fashion, and left the room. When he was gone 
M. Mayeur returned to Vallenot, with a smile on his face ; 
he could not allow his discouragement to appear in public. 

" The Minister of War delivered a very solid speech last 
night in the House." 

" Yes ; they try to mystify him, but he is able to defend 
himself. He knows what he is talking about, and a direct 
attack always succeeds with Parliamentarians." 

" Imperatorta brevkas," sneered the magistrate. 

After a short pause he asked in honeyed tones^ 

" Have your researches come to a point yet ? " 
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The Colonel replied bluntly — 

" Not at all ; they are no further advanced than yours." 

M. Mayeur smiled faintly. 

" Ah, ah ! Then we make no progress ? " 

" If I were not afraid of offending you I should say that 
we were going backwards." 

" That appears to be exactly as the matter stands," said 
Mayeur, with a look of intelligence. 

" Ah ! Have you obtained some clue at last ? " asked 
Vallenot, perplexed. 

" I am not in a position to explain, but have patience ; 
a surprise is in store for you." 

" How delighted the chief will be ! The whole affair 
has put him in such a nervous condition that the whole staff 
suffers in consequence. He is never out of a temper ; one 
does not know how to manage him." 

"To return to our investigations abroad, what result 
have they given ? " 

" We have obtained the certainty that, if an attempt has 
been made to obtain possession of the formulae of General 
de Trdmont, the Triple Alliance has had nothing to do 
with it. Ever since the last espionage affair, the different 
Governments have given orders to their agents to observe 
the strictest reserve. If there really has been a plot it can 
only have been made by the English. You are well aware 
that their artillery is quite out of date, and they are trying 
to recover ground." 

" So there are nothing but suppositions ; no proofs ? " 

" None whatever. In Paris, or, at any rate, in France, 
there are half a dozen women well known for their inter- 
national intrigues, and who might have been suspected of 
having acted the rile of the Baroness with the poor General 
de Tr^mont. Those known to have been in France have 
been strictly watched. Besides, the majority form part of 
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our counter-espionage, and could have informed us, whilst 
still in the pay of another nation. So far as Hans is concerned, 
a police report from Lausanne announces the arrival in 
Geneva of a wounded man, whose arm has been amputated. 
He is from Baden, and is named Fichter. The accident took 
place in a wire mill in the neighbourhood of Besanfon. 
Accordingly, he could not be at the same time in the Jura 
and at Vanves. All the same, the description of him corre- 
sponds exactly with that given by Baudoin. If this Fichter 
is the man we are seeking, the proprietor of the wire mill 
must have given accommodation certificates, or a substitu- 
tion must have taken place on the way between the two 
men. AH this is very improbable. So, you see, the matter 
is involved in greater obscurity than ever." 

" Yes, yes," hummed the magistrate, who appeared so 
absent-minded that the Colonel looked at him in amazement. 

" You take all this very calmly ! " said Vallenot. 

" What is the use of getting excited ? It never serves 
any useful purpose." 

" Then you have not lost all hope ? " 

« Why should I ? " 

"The deuce I" 

" Ah ! my friend, success often comes at the very time 
you think everything is lost." 

" You magistrates are very lucky ; it is not so in the 
Army. When you expect Grouchy it is always Blucher 
who comes ! " 

" Well, we shall see." 

" What do you intend to do ? " 

"Let the whole affair slide for some time. It is too 
premature to do anything yet." 

" In other words, you are shelving it ? " 

" Yes, I am shelving it provisionally." 

" Then you abandon the whole affair ? " 
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The magistrate looked gravely at Vallenot and, to the 
profound amazement of his clerk, said humbly — 

" I do, if no fresh incident happens." 

" Have I to inform the Minister of this ? " 

" Please do so. Tell him I am sorry, and wish I could 
have done better. That has been impossible. Still all is 
not lost, in my opinion. We shall see at a later date." 

The Colonel stood there rather disconcerted by this un- 
expected solution, and as he took his leave he shook his head, 
saying — 

" A pleasant message you send me virith. I shall be 
received like a dog in a game of skittles." 

" Nonsense ! You are the favourite. I am off to the 
Government agent. He will not grumble ; on the contrary, 
he will poke fun at me. Still no matter. He laughs best 
who laughs last ! " 

Shaking the iColonel by the hand, he conducted him to 
the passage, and returned to his office. He signed several 
sheets of paper handed to him by his clerk. The latter, 
devoured by curiosity, said — 

" Then the matter is really finished, sir ! Are you 
giving it up ? " 

" One cannot do what is impossible," said Mayeur, negli- 
gently. "A house cannot be built without scaffolding. 
Here we have no grounds to work upon. I am not strong 
enough to invent what I am ignorant of. It is already 
difficult enough to obtain benefit from certain proof." 

A look of pity came over the clerk's countenance. So 
long as the magistrate had manifested a tranquil assurance of 
success he had, in his conscience, violently criticized him. 
Now that his master showed himself modest and simple he 
disdained him. Nothing but a poor fellow, after all, who 
was very lucky when things went well, but gave up the 
struggle at the very first difficulties. 



122 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

*' Just put away that brief into my case, I am going to 
the Public Prosecutor's office," said the magistrate. " After- 
wards you may go ; it is five o'clock. I wiH see you to- 
morrow morning." 

Colonel Vallenot, meanwhile, was rolling away in a cab 
in the direction of the Ministry. On entering his chief's 
ante-chamber he came across Baudoin, who was leaving the 
Minister's cabinet. Stopping him, he said — 

" You have just seen the General ? " 

"Yes, Colonel." 

" Is he in a good temper ? " 

" Yes, Colonel. You had better hurry, sir, if you wish 
to find him in." 

" What ! He is going out ? " 

" I heard him say that he was going to the Chamber." 

" You had something to ask him, Baudoin ? " 

" No, Colonel. I wished simply to speak to him of the 
affair of General Tr^mont." 

" In what respect ? " 

" The magistrate makes no progress, and seems to me as 
though about to abandon the matter altogether." 

" You told this to the Minister ? " 

" Yes, not five minutes ago." 

" And how did he receive the communication ? " 

" He whistled softly ; then said aloud, ' After all, 
perhaps it is better so.' " 

Colonel Vallenot looked at Baudoin, as though to make 
sure he was not making fun of him. Then he shrugged his 
shoulders, as though he did not understand, and declared, in 
vexed tones — 

" Good ! Good ! Well, we will say no more about 
it." 

With s, friendly gesture to the former soldier, he 
said — 
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" Good night, Baudoin. If you need anything send for 
me. We were all very fond of M. de Trdmont." 

And he passed along, muttering to himself — 

" Everybody I meet seems to have lost his head." 

Baudoin descended the large staircase. He went out 
into the street, after shaking hands with the concierge, and 
made his way towards the small caf6, where, in condescend- 
ing fashion, LaforSt watched the billiard players, during the 
absinthe hour, eagerly playing pools. He was seated in his 
usual place, smoking his pipe, and speaking to a neighbour, 
a retired business man, who was telling him his domestic 
worries. 

" Yes, sir ; a woman who is always out of the house, 
and has never enough money. The vaults of the Bank 
would not suffice for her. And whenever I remonstrate 
with her she rouses the whole house with her cries. We 
cannot keep servants, for she will not pay them, and when 
she is not pleased, then there are blows ! I have already 
been several times before the Justice of the Peace on her 
account. The life she leads me is a regular inferno ! " 

" Divorce her," said Lafor^t, curtly. 

" But the greater part of our common stock is hers ! " 

" Then put up with her ! " 

" I can do it no longer." 

" Well, treat her as she treats her servants." 

" Ah ! No ! The deuce ! She would pay me back 
in the same coin ! " 

Baudoin's arrival interrupted the consultation. The 
unhappy tradesman arose, and said — 

"The only place where I have a little quiet is here." 

"Well, that is something. Good-bye, sir. Consider 
me at your service if I can be of any use to you." 

Baudoin had taken a seat. LaforSt leaned over in his 
direction. 
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" Well, anything fresh ? " 

" Yes. I want you. But we had better leave here." 

The agent arose, took his stick, and left the caf6, accom- 
panied by Baudoin. 

" Where shall we go ? " 

" Where we shall be neither disturbed nor overheard." 

" Then come along with me." 

They proceeded along the banks of the Seine, and, on 
reaching a quay, Lafordt led the way down a flight of stone 
stairs leading to the embankment. Under the shade of the 
elms, which twisted their knotty boughs above the slimy, 
swift-flowing river, they sat down. On the opposite bank 
the gardens of the Tuileries exposed to vievsr their lovely 
verdure. Lighters were unloading sand fifty yards on the 
left. Ferry-boats sped swiftly along, crowded with pas- 
sengers, and the distant rolling of carriages formed a rumbling 
accompaniment to their words. 

" Here we are certain that whatever we say will be 
heard by none other than the birds or the fishes," said 
LaforSt. " This is the spot I recommend to you whenever 
you have any secrets to communicate to any one. There is 
not even a single fisherman about. Now then, what have 
you to tell ? " 

"Well, after three weeks' researches, the examining 
magistrate is obliged to confess that he has not made the 
slightest progress. Clearly, if left to himself, he will never 
efifect anything. Besides, the cleverest of them would have 
been no more fortunate. There is nothing to seize hold of. 
The culprits have plunged, and everything is quiet again. 
The upshot of the matter is that our magistrate is about to 
stop all investigations, and now I am free to go where I like, 
as I shall no longer have to spend all the day walking about 
the corridors of the Law Courts. Accordingly, I am leav- 
ing Paris." 
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" Ah ! Where are you going ? " 

" To stay with the son of my master, M. Baradier, who 
is at the works near Troyes, in Champagne. The district 
is called Ars, noted for alkaline springs and thermal waters, 
visited every summer by invalids." 

"Are you going to your master with the object of for- 
getting your troubles ? " 

" No ! Rather to keep watch over him. Since I have 
been in the house I have spoken with his father, and learnt 
several things. M. Baradier is informed that his son has 
received communications from the General de Tr6mont, 
and now the famous formulae can only be obtained from 
Marcel. M. Baradier, I believe, would give a large sum if 
his son had never entered the General's laboratory. But 
that is a fact which cannot be undone. The only important 
thing now is to defend the young man. This trust has 
been confided to me. M. Baradier said to me : * Baudoin, 
Marcel is my only son, and although he is not so steady as he 
might be, I am all the same very fond of him. I do not 
want him to come to any harm. As soon as you are free 
go down to Ars, and do not leave him.' " 

" But why does this young man, who is so rich, and of 
whom his family is so fond, shut himself up in a quiet 
provincial town ? Why does he not stay in Paris ? " 

"For several reasons. The best one is that his father 
considers it more prudent for him to be at Ars than in Paris. 
Surveillance is more easy in the country. Besides, M. 
Marcel, from what I have learned, has been living rather 
too fast, and his father has cut off his supplies ; but for his 
uncle Graff, the young heir would have nothing whatever. 
Just now he is desperately bent on finding a chemical pro- 
cess of wool-dyeing, and, though he is rather a hare-brained 
fellow, as the General called him, he has an extra- 
ordinary aptitude for scientific research, so that his work 
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will be sufficient to keep him away from all kinds of dis- 
tractions." 

" He is rather a strange character." 

" The finest young man you would meet anywhere. 
Generous and lively in disposition, not proud in the least. 
Ah I he will please you, I know, when you meet him." 

" Then I am to make his acquaintance ? " 

« Certainly." 

" In what way ? " 

" Listen, As soon as I learned that I could leave Paris 
I rushed off to the Minister to explain what I wanted to do, 
and asked him, if he wished the affair to succeed, to give me 
permission that you should come down to Ars whenever I 
need you." 

" I must have permission first." 

"You have only to see Colonel Vallenot, who has 
received instructions, and he will give you your papers." 

" Good. And what shall I have to do afterwards ? " 

" According to circumstances. It is my firm conviction 
that the catastrophe of which my poor master has been the 
victim, is nothing but the beginning of a drama. Many 
important events will take place, and we must arrange so as 
to prevent them from being harmfiil to the intended victims. 
Serious interests are at stake. We shall probably have to 
deal with matters that are anything but attractive. But then, 
afterwards, everything will be cleared up. We must succeed. 
By the way, you must know how to disguise yourself." 

LaforSt smiled. 

" Do not be uneasy on that score. I will be there at 
the rendezvous you appoint ; but I will not vouch for your 
recognizing me when you see me." 

" That is all right, then. Unfortunately, I am not to 
be relied upon for playing a double rile. But I can well 
maintain my own, which will be that of a watchrdog." 
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■" Then everything is settled ? " 

" So it seems. When I have a communication to make 
I will send my letter to the Ministry." 

" Very good. Now let us get back." 

Mounting the stone staircase, they reached the quay, and 
took leave of one another. 

LaforSt made his way towards the Rue Saint Dominique ; 
Baudoin crossed the Pont de la Concorde, and returned to 
the Rue de Provence by the Rue de Richelieu and the boule- 
vards. Messieurs Baradier and GrafF were in their office, 
along with the cashier of the firm, who was making inquiries 
concerning the collection of debts. The cashier was saying — 

"Do you know, gentlemen, that the 'Commercial 
Explosives' Company,' of which M. Lichtenbach is chair- 
man, is on its last legs ? The shares have gone down con- 
siderably. It seems that there is an American company 
competing with them." 

" Yes, so I have heard," said GrafF. " The Americans 
have found a product of very simple composition, costing 
fifty per cent, less than dynamite. They have already taken 
very large orders for Australia and South Africa. That is 
the reason of the fall of the Lichtenbach Company." 

" Do not be uneasy, Bernard," said Baradier to his 
cashier. "It will not affect Lichtenbach, but his share- 
holders. You have no more letters to be signed ? " 

" No, sir." 

" Well, then, you may go now. Good night." 

" Good night, gentlemen." 

Baradier rose from his seat, and stood with his back to 
the fire. 

"You see," he said to his, brother-in-law, " here we have 
a clear proof that Tr^mont has been killed as much to rob 
him of his commercial as of his military secret. Do you 
now understand how Lichtenbach wbuld be interested in 
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being in possession of the formulae of an explosive which 
would be less costly than the American product, the dis- 
covery of which is ruining the French company, and would 
be as effective though a hundred times less in volume ? For 
this is the real value of the discovery made by Tr^mont, 
and which Marcel has explained to me. Accordingly, if 
Lichtenbach, by some means or other, came into possession 
of the unknown formula, he would only have to take out 
a patent, and secretly buy back all the shares of the company 
which have now fallen so low. The day after he had swept 
everything before him he would sell to the company all pro- 
perty in the new explosive, and make millions at a single 
stroke, without speaking of the future success of the 
product." 

"Yes, it would be a fine coup worthy of him. He 
might give up to his confederates the profits from the war 
powder, for they would be little compared with those of the 
commercial product. Governments are not in the habit of 
remunerating philanthropists who afford them the means of 
marching triumphantly forward to a universal massacre." 

" Oh, don't make any mistake. Marcel affirms that this 
discovery made by Tr^mont is followed by the most frightful 
results. It is a kind of paste, which, according to the way 
in which it is prepared, causes a formidable detonation or 
else burns, without the slightest noise, even when in water." 

" Greek fire ? " 

" Something like it. Or, rather, like an up-to-date 
cannon compared with one of the fourteenth century. 
Torpedoes loaded with this paste, and lit by means of a 
well-graduated mechanism, might at will envelop a ship in 
flames at a single moment." 

" That would mean the suppression of all naval supre- 
macy ! " 

" Ah ! You understand. Now, do you think there 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 129 

exists any real security for the possessor of such a secret ? 
A State would have to be governed by angels if it did not 
use its utmost endeavours to procure this monstrous powrer 
of annihilating all its enemies and subduing all its rivals. 
This is why Tr6mont was put to death, and why I have lost 
my sleep at the thought that my son has openly worked with 
him and may be suspected of having possession of this 
mysterious agent of destruction and greatness," 

" Send him away from France, on a cruise." 

" He would be in much greater danger away from 
France. The place where he runs least risk is here among 
his friends. Ah ! How glad I should be were he rid of 
this heavy burden ! I have begged him to hand over the 
General's formulae to the Minister. It would have been 
announced in all the journals that Marcel Baradier had 
handed over to the Technical Committee of Explosives all 
notes relating to the experiments of General de Trdmont. 
After that he would have been free, and no further risk would 
have been run. Do you know what reply he gave me ? " 

" No ; tell me." 

" He said to me, with a smile, and in tones of calm 
assurance : ' My dear father, the General's powder is still 
lacking in one slight detail. I know what he intended to 
do, for he explained everything to me. Well, then, I will 
continue his experiments, and when everything is complete 
I will hand over the formulas to the State, according to his 
clearly-expressed will, and form a company with the com- 
merce explosive to enrich the General's daughter.' " 

" Does Marcel know what a risk he is running ? " askea 
Graff 

" I became hoarse in telling him. But he is a Lorraine ; 
he's as obstinate as a mule. To all my arguments he offered 
an imperturbable resistance. ' I alone,' he said, ' can manage 
the affair successfully. If I give the General's notes to the 

K 
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Technical Committee, one of those sharp fellows on the 
Board will boast that he has made the discovery himself, and 
obtain all the credit for it. Unless he spoil the invention 
by absurd additions, which is at bottom a very likely thing. 
As for the commercial product, if I open my mouth before 
taking all necessary precautions, it will be stolen in an instant, 
and the General's daughter will lose her fortune. For these 
reasons, and others, I do not intend to abandon the work I 
have begun.' 

" ' But you are risking your life ? ' 

" ' Is it so very precious ? You spend your time in telling 
me I am a rascal, that I am ruining you, and shall bring 
your name into dishonour. Very good ! You will be well 
rid of a guilty and unworthy son ! ' " 

Graff struck his hands against one another. 

" You see ! That is the result of your harshness 
towards the poor child. How can you expect him to listen 
to you ? " 

" Ah ! Leave me alone ! " exclaimed Baradier, pale 
with anguish, " I am sufficiently worried with all this ! 
You do not intend to make me responsible for it, into the 
bargain I I love Marcel as well as you do ! The only 
difference is that I am not always fawning on him and 
giving him money ! We should have been in a fine state 
had you been the only one to set him an example ! All 
you did was to encourage his evil inclinations ! If he has 
done wrong, it is all your fault ! " 

"Yes ! I, who have set an example to him, and 
practised what I preached ! " exclaimed Graff. " I being 
his evil genius, as everybody knows. Really, Baradier, I 
wonder if you have gone mad 1 " 

Baradier walked excitedly about the room, then, returning 
to his brother-in-law, placed his hand on his shoulder, and 
said in trembling tones— 
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** You are right ! I believe I am losing my senses. 
Pardon me, this anxiety has completely overwhelmed me. 
We have oiily Marcel, GrafF. Think of what would become 
of us, if destiny willed it that " 

GrafF rose quickly from his seat, 

" Not another word ! It is unlucky to predict disaster. 
We must not even admit that there is a disaster at all. Still, 
I cannot blame Marcel for doing what he considers his 
duty. Did he act otherwise, he would be neither a Baradier 
nor a Graff. He is acting very courageously. All the 
same we must keep watch over him, and defend him against 
his own folly." 

At that moment, a knock was heard at the study door. 
Baradier went to open it, and seeing Baudoin on the 
threshold, said — 

" Ah ! You have come at the right moment. First of 
all, tell us how things are going at the courts." 

"Everything is at a standstill, sir. The examining 
magistrate can find nothing. The culprits have left a 
vacuum behind them." 

« Well ? " 

"Well, M. Mayeur, in despair, unable to arrest the 
criminals, is simply stopping all investigations, and shelving 
the affair." 

" That's a fine idea ! Is it his own ? " 

"No, sir." 

" What fool could have suggested such a course ? " 

"I did." 

" I congratulate you. Now, the rascals who have killed 
your master, believing themselves sure of impunity, will 
recommence " 

" I am relying on their doing so ! " 

^' But ! Marcel ? My son ! What is to become of 
him ? Have you even thought of such a thing ? " 
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" I have thought of nothing else. Here I am free. If 
you will allow me, I will leave Paris this very night, and 
be at Ars about midnight. The news of the affair being 
abandoned will not appear in the journals for a couple of 
days. I shall have organized my surveillance by that time. 
I promise you nothing shall happen to M. Marcel, or, at 
any rate, they will have to begin with me." 

" Very reassuring 1 " growled Baradier, " But what 
can one do with such a madman as my son ? He is in 
danger everywhere. Ah, the cursed powder ! What need 
had Tr^mont to tell him of his inventions ? If this ex- 
plosive is as dangerous to those against whom it is used as 
it is to its inventors, there will be fine butcheries the next 
war." 

Baudoin philosophically paid no heed to these paternal 
recriminations. 

He understood how correct they were, but could he do 
more than devote himself to the defence of him who might 
at any time, be so gravely threatened ? When M. Baradier 
finally sat down, in consternation, Graff decided to speak in 
his turn. 

" After all," he said, " as the wine is drawn, we must 
drink it. The thing to guard against is not to poison one's 
self with it. Forewarned is forearmed. The situation is 
not the same as it was for the General. With a little 
prudence it will be easy to make everything turn out right. 
Patience brings all things about." 

" Have you finished with your proverbs, which have no 
meaning whatever ? " exclaimed Baradier, exasperated by 
his brother-in-law's optimism. " Without so much palaver, 
all that is needed is to give Baudoin permission to summon 
the police in case he sees anything suspicious in Marcel's 
surroundings. For my part, I have more confidence in 
armed might than in providence." 
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*'If you are interrupting me to say such nonsense," 
replied Graff, "you might have held your peace. Let 
Marcel work on. The sooner he has finished the sooner 
he will be out of danger. Until that time, Baudoin, I 
entrust him to your care." 

" Do not be uneasy. Monsieur Graff. I will answer for 
him with my life. Besides, I am not trusting in myself 
alone. I am going to send for a companion, who in himself 
is worth a score of men. I need say no more. Trust 
to me." 

"Yes, my brave fellow, I will trust to you," said 
Baradier. 

" Very good," said Baudoin, rubbing his hands. " Have 
you any message to send to M. Marcel ? " 

" Tell him to be very careful ; give him our best love, 
and ask him to think of us at times." 

" By-the-bye, have you any money for the journey ? " 

" I have all I need, sir, thank you. Your servant, sir. 
Au revoir ! " 

Bowing, he left the room. Father and uncle remained 
behind, silent and grave, plunged in reverie. After a time 
Graff stood up and said — 

" Nothing ill will happen. Of that I am sure. I feel 
it. You know I am never mistaken. In business, every 
time we have had a loss I have always had a very clear 
intuition of it beforehand. Be assured, Baradier, we shall 
come out of it without loss or damage." 

The anxious father replied — 

" Heaven grant you may be right ! But so long as 
there is a woman in it I cannot be at rest concerning Marcel. 
Ah ! if it were only you or I, there would be no danger. 
But this young madman ! " 

"The oldest are not always the wisest. Look at 
Tr^mont," 
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« Well, well. It is all in God's hands ! " 

Holding out his hand to his brother-in-law — 

" We will have no more quarrels ; they serve no useful 

purjjpse, and only cause us pain ! " 

" Ah ! Speak to me as harshly as you like ! " exclaimed 

GrafF, greatly moved. " It does not hurt me, and it relieves 

you ! But be careful to say nothing to your wife. There 

is no occasion that she should worry herself about the 

matter." 

They left the office, and, as they crossed the court they 

saw Baudoin, portmanteau in hand, starting ofF, with alert 

and happy step, for the station. 



PART II 



CHAPTER I 

Ars is a small town of six thousand inhabitants, a distance 
of four leagues from Troyes. On the marly declivities to 
the South stretch miles upon miles of vineyards. The 
mineral springs of Ars are distant half a mile from the town, 
on the road to Lusigny, as is also the thermal establishment. 
It was whilst engaged in sounding for ore, in land which 
did not contain the slightest trace of it, that M. Reverend, 
chief engineer, unexpectedly discovered the alkaline and 
chalybeate waters, rivalling those of Plombieres and of Aix. 
But, after all, Ars is too near Paris for patients to have 
confidence in the healing virtues of its springs. It is 
frequented only by people of limited income, and hotel- 
keepers who are not in the habit of fleecing travellers. 
Near the forest of Bossicant, close by, a few villas, almost 
lost amid the trees, are every year placed at the disposal of 
wealthy invalids. These are modest-looking, quiet houses, 
offering their peace-loving guests nothing but the smiling 
solitudes of the forest. The weaving and spinning mills 
belonging to Messrs. Baradier and GrafF are situated on the 
Barse, the rapid current of which turns the dynamos, which 
supply both light and motive-power. The private residence 
is separated from the works by a large court-yard and a 
beautiful garden. The road to Vandoeuvre passes in front 
of the house, whilst, on the other side of the road, through 
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meadows in which large numbers of cattle are grazing all 
the year round, runs the railroad, past Chaumont, right to 
the German frontier. Ars is an important working centre. 
The quarries and mines give work to a large proportion of 
the male population. 

Two hundred men, a hundred women, and a large 
number of children are employed at the works of Baradier 
and GraflF. The manager of the establishment, M. Cardez, 
is a native of Lorraine, who came from Metz with his 
masters. He had married at Ars, and was now a widower 
with two grown-up sons, devoted to duty, and kind towards 
his workmen, but of a taciturn disposition, and ruling with 
almost military discipline. One of his sons is in the Army, 
the other assistant-manager in the works at La Barre. 

A very good fellow, on the whole, whom Marcel 
Baradier, from his childhood, had been in the disrespectful 
habit of calling "the bear." The "bear" and Marcel 
could never understand one another. There was the same 
distance between them as between Pascal, the inventor of 
the wheel-barrow, and the workman whose duty it was to 
roll it along the highway. Marcel likes Cardez well enough, 
though he is fond of poking fun at him. Cardez is very 
respectful towards the son of his master, though he deplores 
his light-heartedness and frivolity. The two might live 
together for years without the slightest affinity being mani- 
fested between them. As Marcel says, with a smile, the 
one is negative, the other positive. Cardez is none too 
glad at Marcel settling down at the works, for his presence 
is a cause of trouble for the workmen. The master's son 
is too ready to listen to their complaints, and discipline 
suffers in consequence. The military order no longer reigns, 
and Cardez, more bearish than ever, never ceases railing at 
what he calls "the encouragement given to the rebellious 
instincts of the workmen." 
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Marcel's researches in the colouring of cloth leave the 
director sceptical. He considers there is no necessity to 
change a system which has succeeded so well for so many 
years. A dye-shed always seemed useless to him. The 
raw thread, which brought so ready a sale, was quite sufficient 
for their requirements. All these new inventions, costing 
so dear, only served, in his mind, to introduce an element 
of trouble into the working of a business already prosperous. 
The laboratory at the end of the garden, in an isolated 
pavilion, was the object of raillery on the part of the director, 
who called it " the Capernaum." 

Since Marcel had come to settle at Ars, contrary to his 
usual habit, he scarcely ever appeared at the works. He 
shut himself up in the " Capernaum," or went off in search 
of recreation, with a gun and his dog, into the forest of 
Bossicant. Baradier and Graff owned two hundred acres 
of waste land, very picturesque, and abounding in game. 
Certain of the uplands of Bossicant remind one of Scotland, 
in point of wild, picturesque view, dry, arid heather, and 
the clear freshness of the invigorating air. 

Half-way down the hollow rose a villa, in the form of 
a chalet, buried in the trees — a red spot in the midst of so 
much surrounding verdure. It was gloomy and silent, and 
almost always uninhabited, by reason of its distance from 
the town, and proximity to the wood. One morning, as 
he passed by this villa, Marcel was surprised to see that the 
shutters were down, and that a servant was busily sweeping 
in front of the door. She was rather elegantly dressed, and 
appeared to be a stranger in the district, doubtless attending 
to some invalid who had come to effect a cure. Marcel 
was not inquisitive, and went his way. 

It was three o'clock when he reached the plain, which 
he began to cross with careless steps. The movements of 
his dog, however, drew his attention. He slipped a couple 
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of cartridges into his gun, and mounted to the side of the 
slope. After a moment's interval, on climbing the opposite 
bank, Marcel saw a rabbit bent on reaching the open. He 
took aim, pulled the trigger, and the rabbit rolled over to the 
foot of the descent. The dog was not far away ; he seized 
the dead animal by the back, and brought him to his master. 

Marcel relieved the dog, placed the game in a' light bag 
he carried over his shoulder, uncocked his gun, and, con- 
sidering that he had done enough damage for the time being, 
sat down on the sand, at the foot of a fir tree, and looked 
dreamily away at the distant forests in the east. A delightful 
torpor, induced by the dull silence of the woods, took 
possession of his body, whilst his more active thoughts, as 
though freed from all material bond, began to dwell on his 
past life. He saw again the house in the Rue de Province, 
in which his father and his uncle GrafF had quarrelled so 
often about him ; and his mother's salon, where Amelia, 
seated near Mademoiselle de Tr^mont, dressed in deep black, 
was quietly working. 

Suddenly his reveries were interrupted by a bark of his 
dog. The pattering step of some animal or other made 
him turn his head, and there, close by, he saw a small 
terrier, no larger than his two fists, a silk ribbon tied in a 
knot round his neck, advancing in his direction. A little 
farther away, a woman, dressed in black, slowly followed. 
He had no time to examine the newcomer, for the little 
dog, with a furious yelp, leaped towards the other, with the 
unthinking audacity of a rat attacking a tiger. A gentle 
voice exclaimed, " Bob ! " It was of no use. Marcel's 
dog stood up against his tiny adversary, and rolled him over 
into the dust. 

" Bob ! Oh, Man Dieu ! " exclaimed his mistress, 
anxiously, as she rushed to the spot. 

Marcel heard the cry, saw a pair of beautiful eyes, and, 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 139 

without waiting longer, bounded forth, and seized his dog 
by the skin of his neck, flinging him over on to the ground. 
Then, picking up the terrier, still panting with the shock, 
but quite uninjured, he exhibited him to the lady, with a 
smile — 

" Do not be anxious, madame ; your savage little animal 
is safe and sound. Still, we were only just in time. Please 
excuse us, and take into account that we were not the 
aggressors." 

The lady put the dog under her arm, gave him a gentle 
tap, saying, in scolding tones — 

" Oh ! Che bestia ! A fly trying to devour a wolf ! " 

Marcel could now see her at leisure, as she was tenderly 
scolding her terrier, and he stood there, filled with admiration 
at the gentle beauty of the unknown lady. Her face was 
of a perfect oval, surrounded by golden hair ; her dark eyes 
were languishing and gentle, whilst she had the chaste and 
timid mien of a young girl. All the same, she was dressed 
in mourning, like a widow. Fixing her eyes on Marcel, 
she said, in quiet, gracious accents — 

"A thousand thanks, sir, for your timely intervention. 
I am sorry for your poor dog, which did quite right in 
defending itself." 

" There can be no comparison, madame," said Marcel, 
"between this charming little animal of yours and this 
large-pawed dog of mine, accustomed to brambles and 
thorns. I am sorry I have stopped your walk, but now 
you majr continue in perfect safety ; I will chain up my 
dog." 

The young woman bowed her head in token of thanks. 

" If I am trespassing on your property, I beg you to 
excuse me. I am a stranger, and have only been in these 
parts the last two days. I am acquainted with no one to 
inform me as to what I have a right to do." 
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" Herq, madame, you may do as you please. Doubtless 
you are living at the Villa de la Cav^e ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

" Then these woods are easily within your reach. There 
are very few passers-by, and you may come whenever you 
wish." 

She murmured, in constrained accents, "A thousand 
thanks." 

Thereupon she moved away at a slow pace. Marcel 
stood there motionless, unable to remove his eyes from the 
ravishing figure, now slowly disappearing from view. Then 
he whistled for his dog, stroked him gently, as though to 
atone for his rough treatment a few moments previously, 
and returned, in pensive mood, to the works. After dinner 
he strolled about the garden, smoking, till nine o'clock ; 
then, completely tired out, retired to rest for the night. 

The following morning he spent all his time in the 
laboratory. Suddenly the door opened, and Baudoin 
appeared. 

" Holla ! You here ? " said the young man. " Has 
my father sent you ? " 

" Yes, sir. I am requested by all the family to convey 
to you their best love. Besides, I have come to stay by 
your side." 

" For what purpose ? " 

" To be your servant." 

" Very good, Baudoin ; make yourself at home. Your 
presence will be very useful here, in making things go all 
right. The inhabitants of this district are fine people on 
the whole, but not over-intelligent." 

" We will put all that in order for you." 

He walked round the laboratory, looking attentively at 
the objects on the table, and the alembics, with their copper 
spirals, on the stove. 
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" So it is here that you are working ! Who arranges 
things in this laboratory ? " 

" No one enters the place but myself." 

" So I see. However, I will clean your utensils ; 
I know how to go about it. Are you working at the 
General's formulas ? " 

" Not yet ; I have had other things to attend to. Still, 
I intend to commence shortly. I am very glad you have 
come, for you will be at hand, in case I want any help. 
See here, Baudoin, these are blue, pink, and green dyes 
which I have fixed lately. They are capable of giving wool 
an unchangeable colour." 

As he spoke, he handled hanks of a strong and har- 
monious shade, stretching them out before the light of day, 
and showing all their reflections. 

" Our poor General put this idea into my head. Ah ! 
if he had only contented himself with undertaking industrial 
researches, we should still have had him alive and well 
among us, and in possession of a large fortune. But he 
disdained such productive discoveries ; he thought only of 
the State. He would work for nothing else." 

"After serving it so long, M. Marcel, it was second 
nature with him." 

" Well, well, Baudoin ! Settle down here, and com- 
mence your duties this very night." 

Marcel stayed behind in the laboratory, inactive, as 
though some dull preoccupation would give him no peace. 
He sat down in a large leather armchair he had gaily 
baptized the "alchemist's armchair," and, with open 
window to allow the sun to enter, he sat there in a reverie, 
until five o'clock struck. 

He went down into the garden, walked past beds of 
rose-trees, and halted by the banks of the river, watching in 
the crystal waters a jack chasing a shoal of roaches, which. 
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to escape the dreaded pursuit^ leapt out of the water, like 
silver arrows. The clock at the entrance, as it struck, dis- 
turbed his thoughts, and he saw approaching him, and 
preceded by the porter, a tall, elegantly dressed young man, 
of very handsome features and blue eyes. As he drew near 
he took off his hat, bowed with considerable deference, and 
said, in a sing-song Italian accent — 

"Have I the pleasure of addressing M. Marcel 
Baradier ? " 

"That is my name, sir," said Marcel, examining the 
stranger with a sudden interest. " To what do I owe the 
honour of this visit ! " 

The young man gave a sidelong glance to assure himself 
that the porter had left the room, then, in haughty tones, 
said — 

" As I have no one to present me, allow me to introduce 
myself. I am Count Cesare Agostini, of the Princes of 
Briviesca. I live at the Villa de la Cav6e with my sister, 
and I have called to thank you for the kindness with which, 
yesterday, you " 

" What I did, sir, was merely natural ; it was quite by 
chance that I met your sister. She is a stranger in these 
parts, and appeared to be sad, and in search of rest and 
quiet. All I did was to simply comply with her wishes so 
far as I could." 

Count Cesare bowed gracefully ; a cloud came over his 
handsome face, and in accents of sadness he continued — 

" My sister is, indeed, very sad ; she has had a great 
deal of trouble. She has spent her strength in attending to 
the needs of a husband far older than herself, and whom she 
had the misfortune to lose some time ago. With the object 
of regaining her health, she has come into this valley, to 
seek calm and quiet. The waters of Ars, too, have been 
well recommended to us. But it is chiefly fresh ^ir my 
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sister needs, after being confined for long months by the 
bedside of a dying man." 

The handsome Italian several times shook his head, and 
said^ — 

" Oh, it is very sad, very sad indeed ! " 

" And you have come from Italy with your sister ? " 
asked Marcel. 

"No," said Cesare. "Madame Vignola was living in 
Paris, where I have recently been to see her. We intend to 
return to Naples, and settle down. Not before autumn, 
however. Yes, it is very sad indeed ! " 

Marcel saw that the Count Cesare did not appear to 
wish to take his leave, and, as he was interested in what he 
related, he led the way to a green arbour, with rustic seats, 
sheltered from the rays of the setting sun. 

" Will you take a seat, sir ? " 

The Italian chose an armchair, and drew from his 
pocket a gold cigarette-case, which he held out to Marcel. 

" A cigarette ? " 

"Willingly." 

They began to smoke, and the tobacco seemed to render 
Cesare even more loquacious. 

" This villa where my sister now lives is far from the 
village. Is the country round here quite safe ? " 

" Perfectly safe. Your sister will have nothing to fear 
from any one." 

" All the better ! I myself am not staying here long. 
My business takes me back to Paris, and the idea of leaving 
her alone with a chamber-maid and a servant-girl whom I 
do not know makes me very anxious, that I will not deny. 
Is Ars always so quiet as at present ? " 

" Always, at this time of the year. The season begins 
in June, and it is now only April. In a few months the 
hotels will be filled, and the^roads overrun by all the stage 
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waggons in the district. That is the time I shall choose for 
going away." 

" You do not stay here the whole year round ? " 

" No ; I only call here at rare intervals. My home is 
at Paris ; I am at Ars on business." 

" Your works are very large ? " 

" One of the largest in the department. My grandfather 
founded the industry. It is the cradle of our family and the 
source of our fortune. Accordingly, my father, who is a 
banker, could never make up his mind to give it up, although 
he has far greater interests in other enterprises." 

"I see he has trusted to you the responsibility of 
managing the works." 

" Oh no. My father is represented by a director. I 
am simply the master's son, and interfere in no way with 
the weaving. Here I have a laboratory, in which I under- 
take chemical experiments. But all the people in this 
district will tell you that I am an amateur, anything but 
serious, and that I spend more money on experiments than 
my pretended discoveries will ever bring me." 

As he spoke he laughed gaily. The handsome Italian 
joined, and said, in his sing-song voice — 

" Rich men's eldest sons are always ill-judged. When 
one is wealthy it is extremely difScult to get one's self con- 
sidered as a serious worker. Because one has no need of 
money, people are only too ready to conclude that one is 
incapable of earning any. And yet, why should not a rich 
man be a genius ? " 

"Ah, sir, then what would become of other poor 
wretches ? " 

"So you pretend, yourself," said the Count, with a 
graceful wave of the hand, " to despise these investigations, 
though they probably interest you greatly ? " 

" Almost as much as the experiments of a dyer. I have 
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woollen stuf& steeped in coloured vats, and I try to fix the 
tints indelibly, so that the stuff sold in future will not 
become discoloured under the influence of either light, rain, 
or wind. The tapestries placed on furniture or walls, 
nowadays, are scarcely in their places than they have to be 
taken down — they are already quite faded. All the same, 
the stufFs of former times lasted, and exist even now. Our 
ancestors were in possession of dyeing processes superior to 
ours, and yet modern chemistry oiFers us mighty resources. 
That is what I am working at, sir. It is very common- 
place, as you see." 

" Evidently, it is not the philosopher's stone ! Still, all 
researches have their value. Have you obtained satisfactory 
results ? " 

Marcel bowed in mock humility. 

" You are very polite, sir, but you wish to take advantage 
of my vanity. Inventors always like to speak of their in- 
vestigations, you are thinking ; and I wish to repay this 
gentleman for the kindness he has shown my sister. But it 
would doubtless serve you right if I bored you with my dis- 
coveries, took your curiosity seriously, and showed you my 
samples." 

The Italian bent down his head, and, in contrite tones, 
said — 

"I am indeed sorry you imagined I was not sincere. 
All you have told me interests me greatly. Doubtless I am 
not so frivolous as your compatriots, and since you appear 
to defy me examining your results, with satisfaction to. 
myself, I now ask you to have the kindness to showr me 
them, unless you were joking, in which case I should not 
have understood you, as I do not always seize all the finesse 
of your language. In which case I must ask you to pardon 
me. 

" Indeed, I was not jesting ; I was perfectly serious,"- 

L 
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said Marcel, gaily. " I still believe you will be punished 
for your curiosity. But since you insist, follow me ; I will 
show.'you my laboratory." 

" Many thanks ! " exclaimed Cesare. " I was afraid I 
should vex you." 

" In what way ? You would believe in the most mar- 
vellous things, did I not show you my poor results. Take 
care not to soil yourself; everything here is not perfectly 
clean." 

Opening the door of the summer-house, he introduced 
the Count into the panelled room, leading to the laboratory, 
and which he used as a workroom. A blush mounted to 
Cesare's temples. He looked eagerly around. On a Louis 
XVI. bureau, leaning against the wall, were scattered some 
papers covered with figures. A half-opened drawer ex- 
hibited boxes of different sizes and colours, carefully labelled. 
A massive table supported wide-mouthed jars, on the rough 
glass of which could be read the indications : sulphuric acid, 
nitro-benzine, picric acid, and a whole series of chlorates. 
The Italian, pointing to the table, said — 

" Ah ! Here are some chemicals you do not make use 
of for your dyes ! " 

" No," said Marcel, evasively ; " those are for something 
else." 

And, as his visitor drew near, stretching out his hand 
towards one of the wide-mouthed jars — 

" Po not touch these jars — they are dangerous. If, by 
any chance, you were to upset the contents, both yourself 
and myself might find ourselves in a very disagreeable 
position. Come this way ! " 

Opening the door of the laboratory, he bade him take a 
seat in the alchemist's armchair, by the window, as he said — 

" Here you may smoke, if you like, without danger ; 
there is nothing explosive here." 
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" Whilst in the next room ? " asked the Italian, care- 
lessly. 

" In the next room, if you threw down a match in the 
wrong place, you might explode the whole works ! " 

" Diavolo ! Then I will stop smoking even here, my 
dear sir, for I have no wish to leave the place by way of the 
roof." 

He patiently examined Marcel's fine samples of dyed 
wool. Apparently he was listening attentively, but his 
awakened intelligence, his piercing eyes under his half-closed 
eyelids were busied with that "something else," of which 
Marcel had spoken so briefly. But nothing in the laboratory 
appeared to have any reference to that mysterious task, 
which demanded the manipulation of such dangerous 
products. 

" I should like you," said the Italian, " to give me some 
of these beautiful cloths, of such a rich and harmonious 
colouring. I will take them to my sister, who can em- 
broider like a fairy. She will start some magnificent piece 
of work, which will sooth her solitude, and thus you will 
see the efiFect of your colours, artistically employed." 

" If you will permit me, I will bring them myself," said 
Marcel. 

"As you please. We are always at home about five 
o'clock. But do not delay, for I shall soon be leaving the 
neighbourhood." 

" Very well ! To-morrow, if that will not incon- 
venience you ? " 

" Not at all. To-morrow, then." 

The Italian rose from his seat. He walked round the 
laboratory, and drew near the window overlooking the 
river. 

" Ah ! You are close to the water here. You might 
even fish from the window, without descending into the 
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garden. Are you not afraid of some one entering the 
laboratory ? A few marauders in a boat could enter the 
summer-house." 

" Who would ever think of such a thing ! " exclaimed 
Marcel. " Besides, as is well known, there is nothing to 
take. And, then, the inhabitants of this district are very 
honest people." 

" But have you no foreign employees at the works ? " 

" Very seldom. A few from Belgium or from Luxem- 
bourg. As few as possible, for they are difficult to deal 
with." 

" You do not live in this summer-house ? You never 
sleep here ? " 

" No ; there is no convenience — simply a barn above 
the groimd floor, that is all. I live in the house opposite 
the manager's. It is small, but very comfortable. My 
uncle GrafF lived there several months." 

" You are very fortunate to have family relations," said 
Cesare, in sorrowfiil tones. " My sister and I are alone — 
private dissensions have alienated us from the Briviescas. 
M, Vignola had no relations. We are obliged to be all in 
all to one another." 

" Your sister is a young and charming lady. She may 
marry again," 

"She never thinks of it. After all the sorrow caused by 
her union with M, Vignola, she aspires after nothing but 
peace and rest. Oh, she has suffered so much 1 The 
diseased and unhappy Vignola was madly jealous. He 
could not endure his wife to be absent from him a single 
hour. He must have her constantly before his eyes. He 
left her a great fortune at his death. Poor compensation 
for all the tortures he inflicted on her ! But now he is dead. 
Peace to his memory ! " 

" Your sister has no children i " 
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" No, sir ; that is her greatest sorrow." 

The image of the young woman, in deep mourning, 
walking sorrowfully about the woods, was evoked in 
Marcel's imagination. Very pretty to be inconsolate at the 
loss of an old husband ! How old could she be ? Twenty- 
five years, perhaps, at the most, and no knowledge of life 
except grief and sadness, Cesare arose, and took his leave. 
Marcel accompanied him across the garden to the gate, and 
there said, with a cordial smile — 

" Till to-morrow, then, sir, my respectful homage to 
your sister." 

When he had gone. Marcel made his way towards the 
works, when he saw M. Cardez coming in his direction, 
even redder than usual, and with a dark frown on his brow. 

" Ah, M. Marcel, I was calling to see you ! I have a 
great deal of worry, and am indeed very pleased that you 
are here, so that you may understand yourself, and inform 
Messieurs Baradier and Graff." 

" What is the matter ? " 

" The fact is, the dyers are not pleased with their work- 
ing hours, and threaten to come out on strike." 

" Ah ! That is something fresh." 

" Fresh ? No, it has been coming on for more than 
three weeks ; the plot has only been developing. I was in 
hopes that, summer coming on, and the hours of daylight 
being more numerous, some arrangement might be reached. 
Now there is another cause of grievance. Instead of work- 
ing more, they want to work less and earn more ! " 

" Ah ! Are their claims justified ? " 

The manager, standing upright, cast a look of indigna- 
tion on the son of his master. 

" Are workmen's claims ever justified ? This class of 
people have only one programme : the minimum pf work 
and the majsjtnuni pf wages," 
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" After all," said Marcel, calmly, " they are only like 
other men." 

" Ah, sir, let their ringleaders talk in that way ; do not 
speak so yourself." 

"Why not?" 

"Because, with philanthropic theories, and la'tsser- 
aller tendencies, we should soon be no longer masters of 
our own works ; they would put us out of doors." 

Marcel looked gravely at the manager, and replied — 

" My opinion is entirely opposed to yours. I think that 
if workmen were treated as partners they would work better 
and keep better discipline. There is a huge misunder- 
standing between Capital and Labour. They treat one 
another as enemies, when they ought to proceed in concerted 
action, like allies." 

" Eh ? That is downright Socialism." 

" No ! It is simply co-operation." 

"And do you know," said Cardez, looking slily at 
Marcel, " what is the principal reason of the discontent of 
the dyers ? " 

" The principal reason ? Then the grievances they have 
manifested are only a pretext ? " 

" Nothing more. These workmen, in whose lot you 
are so interested, are full of deceit and treachery ; they never 
show their real motives. Well, the dyers, in their secret 
meetings, rail at your inventions — they are displeased with 
your new dyeing processes 1 " 

"Ah! The fools!" 

An expression of triumph appeared on Cardez's ill- 
tempered face. 

" What did I tell you ! Here are processes they 
are not yet acquainted with ; and they maintain that 
your object is to simplify the workmanship, and, conse- 
quently, to do without workmen. Now they want to 
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strike, to obtain concessions regarding both work and 
wages." 

" They have been ill-advised. When the real state of 
things is explained they will easily understand. Then they 
will see that, far from injuring them, the improvements I 
shall introduce into the manufacture are entirely to their 
advantage." 

" They will never admit that." 

" Suppose I prove it to them ? " 

" Their ringleaders will prove the contrary." 

" Who are these ringleaders i " 

" A few Belgians." 

" Send them away." 

" Ah, that would be very imprudent ! Better have 
patience, and try to come to an understanding. These men 
are from the Wallon district, and when they have drunk 
one glass of brandy too many you may fear anything at 
their hands. It was one of these Belgians who struck the 
overseer with a knife last year. They are good workmen, 
but terribly exacting and disagreeable. There is nothing 
to fear for the present. They want an eye keeping on 
them. Now, if you would like to call them together and 
speak to them, you will see what you can make of the 
matter." 

He spoke in sneering tones. Marcel well understood 
that the manager, speaking from experience, was thinking : 
Have a little experience of these brutes, my young novice, 
and you will learn to know them. Speak to them nicely, 
explaining that it is to their advantage to work without 
grumbling, so that you may have a fine profit at the year's 
end, whilst they have had the greatest difficulty to make 
ends meet. Try to obtain their approval. Afterwards, 
come and tell me what result you have obtained. Unless 
you give them the works, and capital to keep it going, 
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perhaps even guaranteeing them dividends, you will never 
make them satisfied ! 

Marcel would not discuss any longer with Cardez. He 
did not consider it necessary to weaken the authority of 
the manager at such a critical moment. He determined 
to give him all possible help to avoid the difficulties he 
foresaw. 

" You may be sure, M. Cardez, that if I can do any- 
thing to help you, you have only to mention it. It is 
possible we may not have the same ideas on the way of 
settling Labour diiEculties. Still, it is of no use waiting till 
the house is on fire before discussing the fire-brigade system 
by which the conflagration may most surely be extinguished. 
The best thing to do is to use the means nearest at hand. 
Consequently, do as you think best. Have you informed 
my father of the matter ? " 

" No ; indeed, I am not in the habit of tormenting my 
masters with an account of the difficulties of the works here. 
There will be plenty of time, in case things become more 
serious." 

" Very good ; we will wait." 

At that hour the Count Cesare Agostini reached the 
Villa de la Cav6e, and after traversing the garden he entered 
a small salon on the ground floor, where the young lady, 
in mourning, lolling on an easy-chair, was lazily reading 
a novel. The setting sun, entering through the window, 
shed his golden rays on the reader's face. She was no 
longer the melancholy and timid widow Marcel had met in 
the woods. Her hair, thrown back on to her forehead, 
gave her delicate profile a look of audacious pride. On 
hearing Cesare enter the room, she flung down her book, 
rose eagerly to her feet, and, in joyous tones, said — 

" Well, caro mio, you are back at last ! Are you satisfied 
with your mission ? " 
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" As far as one can be. I have seen your pigeon. He 
actually holds out the wing, without being asked. You 
will obtain . no merit in plucking such a confiding youthj 
Sophia." 

She laughed outright. 

" Never mind merit ! I can do without glory. Success 
will suffice for me. So you found the ground well 
prepared ? " 

" I am afraid distractions are sadly lacking in this district, 
and that our appearance in the woods has already produced 
its effect on Marcel." 

" Then he will come ? " 

" Yes ; and not later than to-morrow. I told him I was 
going away. Consequently you will have the field free to 
do as you please. Do not let this affair lag ; you have your 
revenge to take." 

"Ah, mio caro, the coup missed the first time, all 
through Hans' stupid obstinacy. Had he left me to act 
as I pleased, the General would finally have offered me his 
formulae on a silver plate, and kneeling into the bargain. 
Hans wished to rush everything through, and old Trdmont, 
infatuated as he was, became distrustful. Sorry adventure, 
in which our friend lost his arm, and almost all of us just 
missed being compromised. The most stupid part of it was 
that the General had said to Hans, as he pointed out to him 
the steel box — a fine box of Fichet's, supplied with one of 
those admirable locks, so very complicated, but which are of 
no use whatever : ' Look here, my friend, it is impossible 
to open this without my permission. All my secrets are 
inside. On raising this lid all my formulas would be found. 
But then one must know how to do it ; otherwise one may 
die in the attempt.' Ah, ah ! Old Tr^mont spoke the 
truth ! He had made his box into a kind of reversing 
bomb. One must know how to handle it. Hans perceived 
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the necessity of this. All the same, he distrusted himself. 
He had taken the precaution to go out on to the perron of 
the house, and there he tried to open the box. Ah, caro 
tnio, when the explosion took place the very earth trembled ! 
I had already returned to Paris in the carriage. The 
vibration was so great that the very windows of the brougham 
shook. I thought to myself : There, Hans has smashed up 
everything ! I had no idea I was so near the truth, for the 
house was entirely destroyed. I cannot possibly understand 
how Hans, who had succeeded in opening the lock of the 
box, and who, lying on the ground a score of yards away, 
behind a tree, drew olF the lid with a cord, justly dreading 
some devilish trick or other, was not completely blown to 
pieces." 

" But since the lock was opened, how was the explosion 
produced ? " 

"It was when the lid was raised that the explosion 
happened. Did the box overturn ? It was a very heavy 
one. Was there some special manner of placing it, when 
removing the lid, to prevent a prime of fulminate going off? 
Was it clock-work, arranged in a certain manner ? All is 
mere conjecture. What is certain enough is that, in a 
second box, formulae, powders, house, Hans' arm, and all 
our hopes disappeared at the same time. Our friend must 
have shown extraordinary energy not to have been surprised 
by all the people who came running up from all directions. 
You may believe me when I say that, so long as I was not 
assured that he was out of danger, I felt very anxious." 

"Ah, you are an intelligent woman, Sophia — really 
clever and brave ! Now we must make amends for a 
preliminary defeat, and nonplus this young booby of a 
Marcel." 

"Just leave the matter to me. He seemed a very nice 
young fellow." 
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" You are right ; but don't go and fall in love with him, 
whatever you do." 

She burst into a laugh. 

"I have other things to attend to. Besides, Cesare, is 
it so easy to find a rival to yourself? " 

The handsome Italian shook his head. 

"You are so strange, Sophia, whatever is difficult is 
the very thing to tempt you." 

"A scene of jealousy between you and me, Cesare !" 
said Sophia, ironically. "Do we not know one another 
well enough to be blash as regards our mutual qualities 
and failings ? Shall I be jealous, the day I have married 
you to Lichtenbach's wealthy daughter ? Just close your 
eyes, and leave me free to act. Besides, if you acted other- 
wise, that would be all of no use. You are well aware that 
I have never done anything that did not please me, even 
with personages far more redoubtable than yourself." 

" Come, come, Sophia, do not get excited 1 -If I do 
not stop you, you will be threatening me in a minute. Ah, 
you have a will of iron ! " 

" Yes ; and just now it is my will to completely subjugate 
this young Baradier." 

" Poor fellow, you will succeed only too easily ! " 

" Ah ! Now you are going to pity him, are you ? " 

They both laughed outright. Then the young woman 
asked — 

" Have you visited the dwelling ? " 

"Yes. I have also obtained an entrance into the 
laboratory without the slightest effort." 

" Did you see anything special ? " 

" A number of spiders' webs, several broken phials, and 
tubs of various colours, in which pieces of cloth were 
soaking." 

"Nothing resembling the powders we are in search of?" 
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"Nothing whatever. I must say that, in one of the 
rooms of the summer-house, the young man charitably 
warned me that if I touched a single one of the flagons 
lying on the table some catastrophe might result. Accord- 
ingly, it is there he manipulates his products, or, at any 
rate, conceals them. In the next room there is nothing 
suspicious. He said to me : ' Here you may smoke, if you 
like, and that without the slightest danger.' " 

" That is worth knowing." 

" Do you think of going to see him ? " 

" I think of nothing and of everything. Does one ever 
know what means will have to be employed in the perform- 
ance of anything ? Wisdom consists in preparing several, 
so as not to be caught unexpectedly. I have undertaken to 
obtain possession of and hand over the formulae of the 
General de Trdmont. For me, it is a matter of self-respect, 
as well as a question of interest. I will not admit that I 
cannot succeed in anything I undertake. Our friends 
abroad would consider me as having depreciated in ability 
if I failed, and you know what their support is worth to me. 
So long as my influence lasts, the Baron Grodsko will 
remain aloof, and not trouble about me. If my protection 
were to cease to-morrow, Heaven knows what sort of 
account I should have to give him ! " 

Cesare looked at the young woman in surprise. 

" Ah ! You are almost overcome with emotion. Are 
you afraid of him ? " 

Sophia became serious. 

"I am afraid of no one in the world, as you know. 
Still, Grodsko is a terrible man, especially when he is not 
drunk." 

" But then he is always drinking. Is it because he likes 
drink ? " 

*' No ! It i§ to forget," 
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«' Forget what ? You ? " 

" Perhaps." 

" He was passionately fond of you, I suppose ? " 

" So were all the other men." 

" Is it long since you saw him ? " 

" Some years." 

" And he is still at Monte Carlo ? " 

"In the winter. During the summer he lives at 
Vienna." 

"And he drinks both at Monte Carlo and in 
Vienna ? " 

" Yes, and gambles as well. He has a way of drinking 
which leaves his brain perfectly clear, so that he is able to 
play." 

" Does he win ? " 

" Often. But then, what does that matter to him ? " 

" Then he is so rich that he is indiiFerent to his 
winnings ? Lucky man I " 

" Grodsko is proprietor of a whole district in Moravia. 
He owns forests, mountains, and villages. His forests 
furnish the finest pines in Europe. The mountains are 
bored through and through with mines from which copper 
and tin are extracted. As for villages, Grodsko, with the 
peasants on his domains, could, in case of war, furnish a 
couple of regiments." 

" And you left this nabob ? " 

" Yes, for a young man, who had nothing but his beauty 
to recommend him." 

" What did Grodsko say to that ? " 

" He said nothing, he set out in our pursuit, overtook us, 
and killed my companion." 

" Whilst you ? " 

"I had reached the frontier when Grodsko came up 
to me." 
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" An explanation, in the course of which, as he dared to 
raise his hand against me, I planted in his arm one of the 
knives lying on the table, on which I had just finished 
lunch." 

" What exquisite relations you had with one another ! 
And did that satisfy him ? " 

" No. He bound me with cords and took me back to 
Vienna in his i carriage. There I succeeded in escaping 
from him, thanks to certain irresistible influences. It cost 
me very dear to regain my liberty. Still, from that day 
I had no longer anything to fear, and could travel all over 
the world as I pleased." 

"What was the name of the great personage who 
rendered you this service ? " 

Sophia looked at the handsome Italian mockingly ; she 
clacked her fingers as though they were castanets, and 
replied — 

" If any one asks you, you will say you know nothing 
about it ? " 

" Then you have no confidence in me, Sophia ? " 

"I have confidence in no one, scarcely in myself. 
Acknowledge that I am frank with you. I might tell you 
all kinds of tales — that it was the minister of police, or an 
archduke, or a foreign ambassador, or all three combined, 
who set me free. Be assured, all the same, that I have 
contracted obligations towards those who served me, and 
whom I am serving in my turn." 

"Whatever obligations you are under to them, they 
have done a very good stroke of business in obtaining such 
an ally as yourself. Is there another so good in the whole 
world ? You have the genius of corruption, and I do not 
think there is a conscience anywhere strong enough to 
resist you. If seductive charm is needed, you will succeed 
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in everything' you undertake. Ah, your power is indeed 
very great and terrible ! " 

Sophia smiled bitterly, she raised her head, and her 
countenance assumed a threatening expression. 

"All my powder consists in my scorn of humanity. I 
believe men are capable of everything. The sole question 
is to find the way to make them act. I have seen men, 
though heroes in the face of death, turn pale and trembling 
at the idea of being deprived of their pleasures. The most 
rigid from the point of view of honour, brought into contact 
with poverty, become accessible to the basest compromises. 
To turn an honest man into a thief, all that is needed is a 
woman's smile. To make the mildest of men shed the 
blood of another, you need simply arouse his jealousy. 
These poor wretches who people the earth act, and are 
unconscious of the influence inspiring them. Men are like 
puppets, the strings of which are held by firm, audacious 
hands, whilst they accomplish the most sublime or the most 
infamous actions at will. And all this, merely through 
some favourable or perverse influence, a string pulled on 
one side or the other. And man, irresponsible agent of a 
destiny he is unable to modify, is treated as a hero or a 
brigand, carried aloft in triumph or flung into the gutter." 

" But virtue, Sophia, the love of right ? " 

" Mere accidents, my friend. Do not make them into 
general rules. The majority of people are virtuous because 
they have never had the opportunity of being rascals. But 
have no doubt that they would have been, and very success- 
ful ones, with the greatest ease. The human soul, Cesare, 
is a ground ready prepared for vice and crime. It is simply 
a question of what seed you intend to sow there. Very 
well ! I am a sower, as you have said. I excel in growing 
the fruit of corruption. Young Marcel Baradier is now 
going to be my experiment field." 
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" Great good may it do him ! " 

" Had he been content with the profession of a banker, 
or the business of a cotton manufacturer, nothing of what 
is now being prepared would have happened ; he would 
have lived a happy, quiet life. But he has dabbled in 
chemistry, and that has spoiled everything." 

The sun had sunk behind the hill, and the small room 
was quite dark. Sophia and Cesare could no longer dis- 
tinguish one another. At last the young woman arose from 
her seat, and said — 

" Come, we have had sufficient philosophy. What does 
all that prove ? They are nothing but mere words. Fortune 
does not come to those who speak, but to those who act." 



CHAPTER II 

After Baudoin had been a fortnight at the works, he was 
astonished to find that Marcel had passed from a state of 
perfect calm to one of extreme agitation. The young man, 
who spent the greater part of his time in the summer-house, 
either working or indulging in day-dreams, had suddenly 
begun to leave the laboratory after lunch, and did not 
return before night set in. A more significant fact was 
that Marcel's appearance had changed as well as his habits. 
Instead of a country costume — soft felt hat and heavy shoes 
— a quiet, refined elegance now characterized him. The 
expression of his countenance, too, was far different from 
the one he had assumed previously ; his eyes shone more 
brightly, even his voice sounded more vibrating. Baudoin 
thought, " There is a woman at the bottom of all this." 

He had had experience when with the General de 
Tr^mont, and was well acquainted with that tension of 
the nerves which enters into the slightest movements. He 
knew the meaning of that satisfied little humming and that 
firm step on the floor, of conquering though feverish sound. 
There was a woman at the bottom of it, without the 
slightest doubt. Baudoin felt anxious. In that quiet 
country district, how had his master found the opportunity 
of falling into a passion ? He instituted a discreet inquiry. 

He had made the acquaintance of the landlord of the 
Golden Lion, the principal hotel of Ars, a former cook, 

i6i M 
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who had served in the Army, and proudly wore at his 
buttonhole, on Sundays, a blue and yellow ribbon, brought 
from Tonkin. Whilst drinking a bitter, Baudoin chatted 
with him, and listened to all the local gossip he retailed. 
He questioned him : Were there any strangers in the 
district ? Did his hotel contain any fresh arrivals ? Had 
any fair ladies been seen lately in the town ? 

All these questions received categoric replies. No one 
staying with him or anywhere in Ars could be suspected by 
any stretch of imagination of having disturbed Marcel's 
peace of mind. The only thing to do was to make inquiries 
in the outskirts. 

" A young gentleman and a young lady," said the land- 
lord, " are staying at the Villa de la Cav6e. But they are 
in mourning, and never visit the town, but live in very 
retired fashion. They have hired carriages on three occasions, 
for 'driving in the environs. The young lady has never 
shown herself at Ars, and I could not say whether she is 
pretty or ugly. My coachman, who drove them, said that 
they look very sad, and speak very politely to one another. 
He thinks they are brother and sister. At any rate, they 
are not French." 

Baudoin could obtain nothing more. This, however, 
was quite sufficient, and he determined to secretly watch his 
master, to try to find out the object of his walks. The fact 
that the young lady was very sorrowful and in mourning 
seemed no reason to him why his master should not fall in love 
with her. On the contrary ; besides, he had an instinctive 
distrust of foreigners who passed as brother and sister. 

The following day, his friend of the Golden Lion said 
to him — 

" I have some news for you regarding the people at the 
villa. The young man left this morning. He was driven 
to the railway, and is going to Paris ; his luggage was 
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registered by the coachman. The young lady is now 
alone." 

That evening Baudoin noticed that his master returned 
home later than usual, and on the coat he flung oiF he dis- 
covered small pieces of moss, as though Marcel had been 
seated in the woods. The following day, about two o'clock, 
the young man went out as usual. Baudoin, who had made 
arrangements to keep a watch on him, starting out before 
him, waited for him at the bottom of the Cav^e, to make 
certain that he had proceeded in that direction. Seated 
under the arbour of an inn, close to the town, he did not 
lose sight of the Ars road, which mounts towards the woods 
of Bossicant. After waiting half an hour, he saw Marcel, 
wearing a grey suit, and with a new straw hat on his head, 
come along, at a brisk pace, his stick under his arm, and his 
face lit up with pleasure. 

"Ah, my friend," said Baudoin to himself, "you are 
on the way to meet your lady-love 1 You would not be 
stepping out at such a brisk pace were your mission merely 
to gather herbs on the hills." 

He allowed the young man to go on ahead, then 
he followed him with infinite precautions. Marcel was, 
indeed, going in the direction of the villa. Since he had 
been introduced to Madame Vignola, the whole tenor of 
his life had changed. He no longer thought either of 
chemistry, of the works, or even of his family. There was 
nothing in the world for him except the ravishing Italian. 
Could his uncle GraiF have seen him, he would have said, 
"Ah, caught again ! He has lost his head and his heart 
once more ! " The fact was, he well knew that feverish 
state, which rendered Marcel incapable of thinking of any- 
thing else than his inamorata, and capable of the greatest acts 
of madness in the pursuit. 

But the special sign of love with this inflammable young 
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fellow was the reasoning rigour with which he pursued the 
conquest of the loved one. He was an engineer and a 
mathematician even in his passion, neglecting nothing, and 
profiting by everything to advance his cause, and the court 
he paid was a veritable siege, 

Madame Vignola had only needed half a day, spent with 
Marcel, in her brother's presence, to obtain sole possession 
of the young man's mind. She had shown herself so charm- 
ing and modest, and so cajoling, and chaste, that Cesare, who 
was, all the same, well aware what this remarkable actress 
was capable of, was quite stupefied at the result. The art 
of deception reaching such a stage of perfection became real 
genius. In dilettante fashion the handsome Italian had 
followed the progressive phases of his pretended sister's 
manoeuvring. The two hours Marcel had passed at the 
villa had sped away like a flash of lightning. And the young 
swain, already love-smitten, had been obliged to retire, when 
he thought he had only been there a few moments. 

True, Madame Vignola, at her brother's request, had 
seated herself at the piano, and, with penetrating and ex- 
pressive tones, had sung a few Dalmatian airs in true artistic 
style. Marcel, an excellent musician himself, had accompanied 
the young woman, and afterwards ofiered some musical scores 
he kept at Ars as a distraction for the solitary evenings he 
often spent there. At his earnest request, Cesare had post- 
poned his departure, and the following afternoon had been 
spent in the woods of Bossicant wandering along the narrow 
alleys, breathing the keen fresh air of the plain, and chat- 
ting in friendly fashion. That evening Cesare had pointed 
with a smile to his sister's animated and healthy looking 
countenance, saying to Marcel — 

"You see what good it does her to have change and 
distraction. You would scarcely take her to be the same 
person. Ah 1 If only she could forget her grief every day 
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in the same way, her usual health and good spirits would 
quickly come back," 

" Then stay on ; why should you go away ? " asked 
Marcel. 

" Ah ! It is not I who can give her the distraction she 
needs," said the handsome Italian, heedlessly. 

A moment later he appeared to regret having spoken 
so frankly. 

" It is much easier for strangers, you see, than for inti- 
mates to obtain a fortunate change in the dispositions of 
people who suffer." 

" But your sister is not suffering ! Look with what 
an alert and supple step she is walking there, in front 
of us." 

" Yes ; but just now her nerves sustain her. This very 
night she will relapse into a feeling of melancholy, and be 
completely prostrated. I shall not be able to draw a single 
word from her." 

" If you would authorize me to call and see her, and she 
also would permit me, I should find great pleasure in her 
company." 

The Italian grasped Marcel effusively by the hand. 

" I do not know how to thank you for your kindness. 
But it would be expecting too much from you. Poor Anetta 
would quickly tire out your patience. She is a capricious 
child. You do not know her yet." 

They had no opportunity to continue, for Madaiiie 
Vignola turned towards them a questioning look, which 
asked — 

" What are you two plotting there ? " 

"Count Cesare, madame, is handing over to me his 
authority over you during his absence," said Marcel, gaily. 
" He is making me responsible for your state of mind. 
Accordingly, from to-morrow, I am in charge of your good 
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or bad temper. But you must be willing to put up with 
my tyranny." 

Her countenance became grave ; in low but fascinating 
tones she said — 

" Yes, he is right. You must not leave me. When I 
am alone all kinds of gloomy thoughts come into my head. 
Be a friend to me. Cesare will not be long away, and then 
we will resume our walks in the woods. Until then, call for 
me at the villa ; you will always be welcome." 

Count Agostini had left, and Marcel, by invitation, was 
now calling at the Cav6e. The nearer he drew the faster 
became his pace, and his temples were quite flushed. On 
reaching the villa he suddenly slackened his steps, for he had 
heard Madame Vignola's voice. She was alone in the salon, 
the windows were open, and the passionate melody, in which 
both art and sentiment were wonderfully blended, had filled 
Marcel's soul with a keen jealousy. It was the " Gipsies' 
Cantilena," by Marackzy, the great Hungarian artist, who 
died of grief when in full possession of his genius and glory — 

" Viens sur ma levre parfumee. 
Rose fremissante et paraee, 
Trempee encore des pleurs d'amour, 
Cueillir le baiser, dont la flamme 
Fera de mon coeur a ton ame 
Jaillir. ..." 

The song stopped suddenly, as though the voice were 
broken by sobs. It seemed to Marcel that the singer's very 
heart had broken under ithe influence of some mysterious 
grief. Unable to contain himself, he rushed through the 
garden, and reached the salon. Madame Vignola was still 
seated at the piano. She was weeping bitterly, her beautiful 
pale face leaning on her hand. At the sight Marcel gave a 
cry of pain, which made the young woman suddenly look 
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up. Holding out her hand to Marcel, apparently ashamed 
at being thus surprised, she said — 

" Pardon me. I ought never to sing when I am alone. 
These harmonious strains agitate me, and recall to my mind 
souvenirs that are too painful." 

" Mon D'leu ! What is the matter ? Have confidence 
in me." 

" No, no ! Do not ask me." 

Closing the piano, and summoning a smile to her face, 
she said — 

*' Let us talk about you, not about me." 

She looked at Marcel, and said, in tones of affectionate 
reproof — 

" How warm you are ! You have been walking too 
fast, and the hill is so steep ! It will be my turn to 
scold if you do not act sensibly. Now come out into 
the garden." 

He quietly followed her. They walked along the small 
alleys of the tiny garden, then seated themselves under the 
shade of the blossoming lilacs, where they entered into a 
chat, talking of everything except of what they really 
thought. 

On the road, Baudoin had not lost sight of his master. 
When Marcel had entered the villa the servant had ap- 
proached with considerable precaution. Madame Vignola's 
singing had stopped as soon as Marcel appeared, so that 
Baudoin had heard nothing. He took good care not to pass 
in front of the door, but followed a footpath along the wall 
which continued in the direction of the wood, along a high 
copse crowned with large trees. On reaching the thicket 
he climbed the slope, and, concealed behind a bush, was able 
to catch a glimpse of the garden. The lilacs, under which 
Anetta and Marcel were chatting, grew at the foot of the 
mound which Baudoin had chosen as his observatory. There 
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they were, seated with their backs towards him, about thirty 
yards away. 

Baudoin reflected. Who can this woman dressed in 
black be ? She looks young, and of very good figure. 
Marcel loses no time once he sets out on a campaign. But 
perhaps all preliminaries have been facilitated for him ? 
What is this young stranger doing here, and what interest 
is it of her's to place herself in immediate communication 
with M. Marcel ? What are they speaking of, there, under 
my very eyes ? Certainly it cannot be business. Then love 
must be the bait at the end of the line. The hook is well 
concealed, and will appear at the right moment. 

During this monologue the two friends continued their 
conversation. They sat there, near one another, but the 
sound of their words did not reach Baudoin. At the end of 
an hour they stood upright, and the young woman turned 
round so as to face Baudoin. He examined her with astonish- 
ment and admiration, for seldom had he seen a more beautiful 
face. He was obliged to acknowledge that he had never 
seen her hitherto. After all, what resemblance had he 
expected ? The " other " woman, the one of Vanves, he 
had seen only in the shadow of night, and so as to render 
it impossible to recognize her again. The only clues he 
possessed were that characteristic favourite perfume of hers, 
and the sound of her voice, which still vibrated in his 
ears. 

He thought, " If I could only hear her speak ! A single 
sentence would be sufficient to enable me to recognize her." 
His heart leaped with joy, for the couple were now slowly 
walking along the circular alley which passed close to the 
foot of the mound not a dozen steps from where Baudoin 
was concealed. They were speaking to one another without 
the slightest suspicion that any one was listening. The 
former soldier, like a hunter on the watch, who sees bis 
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long-expected quarry approach, with beating heart and 
slightly dimmed eyes, listened with all the attention he was 
capable of. He heard Marcel say — 

" Now that you are free, do you intend to take up these 
former plans of yours ? " 

And the woman, in caressing tones, but with an Italian 
accent, replied — 

" What is the use ? I am now quite old. I am twenty- 
seven years of age. Artistic triumphs would have no value 
for me now. Sing in a theatre, in public ; — be the object of 
everybody's gaze ? Oh no. I no longer think of such a 
thing." 

" And yet you would obtain a great success ! " 

« For whom ? " 

They passed by, and Baudoin was obliged to confess to 
himself that this woman in mourning had not the same voice 
as the " other," the one who had brought death with her. 
He saw the two promenaders disappear into the house, then 
he heard the clear tones of the piano, and the pure vibrating 
voice of the young woman arose, filling the silence of the 
woods with its melodious accents. Thereupon Baudoin 
descended the mound, and returned to Ars preoccupied and 
reflective. As he passed in front of the post-office he 
entered and wrote the following despatch : — 

"LaforSt, War Office, rue Saint Dominique, Paris. 
Come to Ars, near Troyes. Ask for me at works. Bau- 
doin." 

After paying he watched the transmission of his telegram, 
and, slightly relieved, returned home. At seven o'clock 
Marcel arrived. He dined without uttering a single word, 
and immediately afterwards retired into the laboratory, 
where Baudoin heard him pacing to and fro, far into the 
night. 

Meanwhile Madame Vignola, seated in her small salon, 
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an Oriental cigarette between her lips, was cutting a pack of 
cards under the complaisant looks of her chambermaid. The 
latter, a confidential companion rather than a servant, was a 
small, dark-complexioned woman, whom Sophia had had with 
her for the last ten years. Her name was Milona, but she 
was always called Milo. She had been born in the Carpa- 
thians, in the midst of a gipsy encampment. Her mother 
had died by the side of a ditch, leaving her, at the age of 
twelve, quite alone, and exposed to the attentions of a villain 
of the band, who had been smitten with the precocious 
grace of the child. 

Sophia, as she passed through Trieste, in the course of 
her adventurous life, had been present, in the court of the 
inn where she had put up, at a quarrel between Milona 
and her ferocious suitor. The little one boldly opposed the 
zingaro, who wished to compel her to follow him, and to 
his loud-voiced threats uttered in the Romany tongue, she 
replied by a determined denial and a flashing look of defiance. 
The whole band, the only relations Milona knew, supported 
the young bandit's pretensions. But Milona continued her 
refusal, when the chief of the band, an old man with grey 
beard and white curly hair, a regular patriarch, whose chief 
business was to steal poultry from the villages they traversed, 
tried to reason with the young girl. 

Sophia, with her elbows resting on the window-sill, was 
enjoying the sight, and a feeling of sympathy came over her 
for this proud child who would not submit to the man's 
tyranny. She appeared to understand the language these 
gipsies spoke, and smiled at the highly-coloured expressions 
of their speech. 

"Milona," said the venerable poultry-thief, "you are 
not acting aright. You refuse Zambo, who belongs to the 
tribe, and loves you well, because you have been listening to 
this little Hungarian hussar who has lately been making 
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love to you. And yet you are well aware that he is a dog, 
an enemy of our race, who will soon tire of you, and leave 
you all alone. It was to me your mother left you when she 
died. I have paid for your training and food, taught you to 
tell fortunes, and all about chieromancy and the composition 
of love philtres. Will you be ungrateful and refuse to be 
the wife of my little nephew Zambo ? " 

" I do not love him," said the girl, dryly. 

" But he loves you." 

" That does not matter to me." 

" But if you resist him, he will kill you." 

" That is my business ! " 

" Do you intend to leave us, then ? " 

"Yes. I am tired of living on robbery, and being 
clothed in rags ! " 

" Then pay for your freedom." 

"I have no money. Wait, and some day the hussar 
will give me my hands full of money." 

At these words, Zambo gave a terrible imprecation, and 
leapt towards the child with the words — 

" That is the last word you shall ever speak ! " 

And, brandishing a long dagger, he threw himself on 
Milona. At that critical moment the Baroness Sophia 
gave a shrill, whistling sound, which drew the attention of 
the whole band, and speaking in their own tongue, she 
said — 

" That is quite enough. I intend to send for the police. 
You, old man, would you like to sell the girl ? " 

" Yes, your ladyship." 

" How much ? " 

"Twenty golden ducats." 

"You thief!" 

"I cannot take less, your Excellency ! " 

A purse fell into the courtyard at the patriarch's feet. 
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He picked it up with the rapidity of a juggler, counted 
the money, and, after bowing to the Baroness, said to 
Milona— 

" Thank your noble benefactress. She has paid ; you are 
free ! " 

" Come up here, little one," said Sophia. 

Immediately Milona, followed by the imprecations of 
her disconcerted lover, flew into the inn. The window of 
the Baroness was closed, and the gipsies, with vehement 
words and exaggerated gestures, tried to give Zambo to 
understand that girls were far less rare than ducats, and that, 
though his love remained to him on account, the till of the 
troupe would be filled for a whole year. Ever since this 
strange introduction, Milona had become attached, with a 
wild and savage affection, to her deliverer. She had served 
her indefatigably, and, with the exception of those terrible 
secrets which Sophia entrusted to no one, she knew the life- 
story of her mistress. 

Sophia exhaled a puff of blue smoke, and hesitated before 
the combination of her cards — 

" King of hearts, nine of spades, and knave of clubs," 
said Milona, calmly, her finger pointing to the spotted 
cards. "And then, queen of clubs, knave of hearts, and 
seven of spades. Still the same reply. You will not 
succeed ! " 

Sophia raised her bold though beautiful eyes up to her 
companion, and, in her ordinary accents, which were 
different from those in which she spoke Italian, said — 

" I must succeed, I tell you, I must, Milona : do you 
hear ? " 

" Shall we try the water test ? " 

" Yes, we have not tried it for some considerable time." 

Milona took a crystal cup filled with flowers. She 
threw the bouquet on to the floor, and after extinguishing the 
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Wax candles in the chandelier, with one single exception, 
placed the cup on the table in such a way that the light 
might fall upon it from behind. Then, drawing out one of 
the long gold pins which fastened her hair, she crouched 
down on a stool, dipped the metal stem into the vase, and 
commenced a strange chant. In the water, through which 
the light penetrated, irisated eddies formed, and the two 
women attentively watched the broken fugitive lines, the 
tiny drops sparkling like diamonds, and the brilliant spirals 
of the water stirred to motion by the gold needle. Milona 
sang— 

"Water is nought but trouble and mystery, light is 
certainty and truth. Let the light penetrate the water, and 
cause its secrets to be revealed. Turn, needle ; shine, ray ; 
water, divide." 

" Look, Milo, look ! " exclaimed Sophia, excitedly. " The 
water is turning red, it seems to be turning into blood ! " 

Milona continued her chant — 

" Blood is strength and life. The blood of the brain is 
victory. The blood of the heart is love. Turn, needle ; 
redden, blood. Grant us victory and love ! " 

Sophia, on her knees by the side of the table, was 
anxiously watching with ardent eyes the crystal vase in 
which the water was whirling round under the impulse 
given to it by the gold needle. 

" Look 1 Look again 1 " she exclaimed. " The water 
is turning green ! It is shining like an emerald 1 " 

"The emerald is the colour of hope, and hope is the joy 
of life. Turn, needle ; water, become glaucous, like the 
eyes of the sirens, whom a man follows to his death ! " 

Milona withdrew the gold needle. The water, again 
restored to a state of calm, after having ceased turning 
around the sides of the crystal vase, first assumed a greyish 
tint, then turned to a dark colour. 
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"Milo," exclaimed Sophia, in dismay, "the water is 
black ! It is a sign of mourning ! Who is to die ? " 

The servant, without replying, relit the candles, took 
the crystal vase and threw out of the window the water 
which had just been used for the experiment ; then, in anger, 
she spat out into the night — 

" May he die who opposes you ! " she said fiercely. 
" Fate announces love, happiness, and death. You have 
the privilege of not continuing the enterprise you have 
begun. The spotted cards say you will not succeed. The 
water predicts death ! For whom ? That we cannot learn. 
Stop, there is still time." 

Sophia walked silently to and fro in the salon, then 
halted in front of Milona, who sat there, in pensive calm. 

" Do you believe in these predictions of yours i " 

" I do." 

Sophia lit a cigarette. 

"What is the use of being superior in thought and 
courage, of a bold audacity that recognizes no obstacle, if 
one acts with the weak cowardice of an ordinary mortal ? 
It is only in whatever is difficult, if not impossible, Milo, 
that there is any interest. How can one live like a common 
citizen when one possesses the soul of a sovereign of man- 
kind ? No 1 Cost what it may, one must follow one's 
instinct, give evidence of one's will.J You know me, 
Milo ; you know that I give way before no obstacle, once 
my resolution is taken. Why did you say to me just now, 
' Renounce what you are undertaking ; there is still time.? ' " 

" And you," said Milona, gravely, " since you are so 
firm in your plans, why do you consult cards, and ask the 
water to lay bare to you its secret ? " 

Sophia smiled. 

" What you say is just. But, after all, little one, mortals 
are only human ; that is to say, beings accessible to fear 
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and superstition. Don't you know that doctors — who, 
after all, are well aware how precarious and powerless is 
their art — call other doctors to their bedsides when they 
are ill ? A concession to human frailty, Milo. Still, 
people do not think any the worse of them." 

" And is all this in honour of the young man who has 
been coming here every day since the Agostini first brought 
him?" 

" The Agostini, as you disrespectfully call him, brought 
me this young man because I ordered him to do so. Do 
you not know that he obeys me without discussion ? " 

" Oh, he will never discuss. But, some day or other, 
he may no longer obey." 

"Poor Cesare is no favourite of yours," said Sophia, 
gaily. 

" He is false, and a coward as well. If ever he tries to 
strike you, it will be in the back." 

" But he loves me." 

" And do you return his affection ? " 

" Perhaps ; though I am not very sure of it. Why do 
you call him a coward ? You are well aware that he fought 
a duel at Palermo with the Marquis Belverani." 

"Because he knew he was the stronger or the more 
skilful, and ,the other had struck him in the presence of 
fifty people at the club, after accusing him of having cheated 
at cards. And it was quite true ; he did cheat 1 " 

" No one will ever say so again, now that he has killed 
a man for that very reason ! Besides, the proof that he 
does not cheat is that he always loses." 

" You know something about it ? " 

"Ah, what should I do with my money if I did not give 
it to him ? " 

"You are right. Money is vile; it should serve no 
other purpose than to satisfy one's caprices, Its only value 
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is in the pleasures it procures ; in itself it is worth no more 
than the pebbles lying at one's feet. Will the young man 
who comes now give it you or receive it from you ? " i 

" I do not think he would accept it, Milo," said Sophia, 
laughing. " You are a regular barbarian, and incapable of 
understanding anything beyond bribery. There are honest 
people on earth, little [one, and they cannot be paid for 
obtaining from them what one wishes. Other seductive 
means must be employed." 

" Ah, that is why you sing when he is here ! You will 
make him mad, like all the others. And yet he looks so 
gentle and charming 1 " 

" That is true, but he is our enemy, Milo ; and if he 
were to discover who I am, and what I wish to obtain from 
him, I should run the most terrible danger." 

" So the Agostini has brought him here to ruin him ? " 

" In a way." 

" And he already loves you ? Ah, your power over 
men is irresistible. Take care, however, or some fine day 
you will be caught in your turn. Then it will be terrible 
for you ! " 

" I have loved, as you well know. Love has nothing 
new to teach me." 

" Your heart has never been touched, for all those you 
have loved have been your victims. Sincere and pure love 
is no assassin. It is a protection and self-sacrifice. Up to 
the present, however, you have had to deal with none but 
fortune-hunters, and it was pure justice to treat them as 
they had been in the habit of treating their own victims. 
The day you show the Agostini to the door, you may 
summon me to open it for him. I will do it most 
gladly ! " 

" That day has not come yet." 

" What a pity ! " 
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Sophia gave a weary toss of the head, and Milona under- 
stood that she must cease this light jesting tone. She 
said — 

"I am going to close all the shutters, mistress, do you 
need me any longer ? " 

" No, I am going to write. You will hear me when I 
retire to rest." 

Seating herself in front of the table, she took an elegant 
blotting-pad and began to trace, on perfumed paper, in a 
large masculine hand, the following lines : — 

" My DEAR Cesare, 

"Since you left me, I have not been wasting 
my time, nor have you, I imagine, been inactive. Let 
me know how your Lichtenbach affair is progressing. 
Here everything is going along smoothly. lOur young 
Marcel came to-day, overflowing with enthusiasm, and 
surprised me singing the most plaintive songs imaginable. 
Milona, who was on the look-out for him, had signalled to 
me his approach, and I played the rMe of despair with extra- 
ordinary success. He seemed frantic with grief at seeing 
my tears flow. You know that I can weep at will, and 
that in the most seductive fashion. I led him away into 
the garden, and there, made him talk about himself. He 
is a regular child, of most disconcerting simplicity, and so 
frank and open that you would smile. To tell the truth, 
there will be no merit in triumphing over such innocence. 
This lamb will hold out his neck to the sacrificial knife. 
And we shall have our formulae willingly handed over, or 
I am greatly mistaken. Besides, I am enjoying a delightful 
rest in this abandoned spot, and never suffer from ennui, 
even for a single moment. In the midst of such an 
adventurous life, it is long since I had time for reflection, 
and now I am astonished at the result. The joys and 

N 
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pleasures for which I have sacrificed everything hitherto, 
form, I am afraid, only one of the phases of life. There is 
another I did not suspect, far more seductive and beautiful. 
This afternoon, as I was listening to young Marcel speaking 
to me of his father, his mother, and sister, with such tender 
and delicate affection, a feeling of sadness came over me. 
These are all good, honest people. They are happy in a 
mutual love, and would be ready to undergo the greatest 
sacrifices for one another. And, although nothing could 
be simpler, more upright and monotonous than their 
existence, it cannot be disputed that they find happiness 
in it. 

" It is this lamb of a Marcel, who is the scapegrace of 
the family. From time to time his father threatens him 
with his malediction, and the poor fellow is very repentant 
for a whole week. He comes and buries himself at Ars, 
like an anchorite in the desert. During his penance he 
works in the laboratory, eats the most ill-cooked food 
imaginable, and has quarrels with the manager of the works, 
who seems to be a disagreeable fellow to deal with. It is 
during these periods of repentance that the interesting dis- 
coveries on the dyeing of wools and other industrial stufis — 
which, it appears, have a certain value, as he explains to me 
in rather too much detail for my liking — have been due. 

" But, after all, he is a very fine fellow. He actually 
asked me how old I was ! He does not imagine that I am 
older than himself, and I should not be astonished in the 
slightest, if he were to cherish the idea of marrying me. I 
lead him by a thread — he neither feels nor sees — on towards 
absolute slavery. Then, after he has delivered up to me 
his secret, as all the rest have done, I shall disappear. 
Once the mourning weeds of Mme. Vignola flung aside, 
I shall again become the Baroness Sophia, in which character 
I challenge my lover to recognize the plaintive sorrowful 
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widow he is paying court to just now. So, you see, I am 
not neglecting business matters. I hope you are doing the 
same on your side. The little Lichtenbach heiress will be 
a multi-millionaire ; that is well worth the trouble of 
whispering words of love into her ear, 

" A thousand kisses, Cesare, Sempre famero. 

" Sophia." 

She sealed the letter, took up a cigarette, and was 
preparing to retire to rest, when three slight taps on the 
shutters sent a shudder through her veins. She listened, 
an anxious frown on her face, and, after a moment's interval, 
the taps were repeated. Opening a drawer, she seized a 
revolver, and, walking deliberately to the window, half 
opened it, and, speaking through the closed shutter, said in 
Italian accents — 

« Who is there ? " 

A voice replied in muffled tones, " It is I — Hans ; there 
is nothing to fear, Sophia." 

A slight pallor came over her face, but she placed back 
the revolver in the drawer, and, without replying, left the 
salon. On "reaching the outside door she drew the bolts, 
and noiselessly opened the door. A tall man entered. 
Without the exchange of a single word, she led the way to 
the salon, then carefully closed the door. The man re- 
moved the felt hat which covered his head, displaying a 
bold, rough countenance. He was a man of athletic build, 
and very broad-shouldered, whilst a reddish beard covered 
the lower portion of his face. 

Taking a seat, he cast a keen look at Sophia, and 
said — 

" Who is with you, here ? " 

" Milona." 

« Where is Agostini ? " 
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" In Paris. And where have you come from ? " 

" From Geneva. Lichtenbach sent me your address." 

" How did you enter ? " 

« Over the wall." 

" With your wounded arm i " 

" My arm is healed." 

As he spoke he extended it with a threatening smile. 
The arm was indeed whole. A glove covered the hand. 
He continued — 

" The Swiss are very fine mechanics. They have made 
for me a jointed fore-arm which works like a natural one. 
The hand is of steel. It is the best fisticuff imaginable. A 
blow from that hand, Sophia, would kill a man." With a 
sigh he continued. " But, after all, this arm is not worth 
the one I have lost. Still, those who have mutilated me 
shall pay for my flesh and blood." 

As he spoke his face assumed a ferocious expression, and 
he ground his teeth savagely. Sophia, in grave accents, 
replied — 

" Have you not already been paid ? At the time you 
were struck, the General de Tr^mont was dead. Perhaps 
it was he who was taking his vengeance on you i " 

" The old fool ! He had only to accede to your 
request when you were inducing him to tell you the secret 
of his safe. Then nothing would have happened ! " 

"Hans, it all happened because you were in too great 
a hurry. You destroyed all my combinations through 
your brutality. Had you merely given me another week 
the poor fool would have given up to me his secret, his 
honour, and everything else. Your intervention put him 
on his guard ; he recovered from his torpor, and all was 
lost ! " 

"No reproaches, please. This mistake has cost me 
dearly enough. Now, how do matters stand here ? " 
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" If you will leave me to act in my own way, I shall 
succeed." 

" Good ! Good ! I, too, am preparing a slight diversion, 
which will be of use. Besides, it will please Lichtenbach." 
" What do you intend to do ? " 
" Stir up the workmen at the manufactory." 
" Then you intend to make a tool of socialism ? " 
" Certainly. In it lies the future of society. The 
thoughtless, brutal mob,' under the sway of a few bold leaders, 
will obtain for themselves universal dominion and rule." 
" How long will this be your rule of conduct ? " 
"Until everything in this execrably rotten society is 
destroyed." 

" What will you put in its place ? " 
" That is the secret of time. The revolution will tell 
it to us." 

"I hate your opinions as well as those who maintain 
them." 

"I know, I know," interrupted Hans, with a loud 
laugh. " You are an aristocrat, Sophia, and equality is not 
to your liking. You must have luxury and superiority 
always around you. But how do you know that we shall 
not give them to you ? We aim at levelling, but it is the 
levelling of those who rise above us. Have you ever seen 
a flock of sheep without a shepherd and his dog to guide 
them ? Then how could nations live without a head ? 
The great thing is to command. For this power must be 
snatched from the hands of those who now have it, by 
means of certain privileges we pretend to suppress because 
we do not enjoy them. Once power is in our hands, 
torrents of blood will have to be shed before it can be taken 
from us. Who would try to do so ? Only revolutionists 
have any energy left, for they alone are governed by passion. 
Revolution is the only means of succeeding rapidly. To-day 
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I am nothing ; in the near future I intend to be every- 
thing. To attain to my object I suppress everything in my 
way. This is the meaning, expressed briefly, of all the 
burlesque rigmarole uttered by these apostles of humanity. 
Their love and thoughts are entirely for themselves. And 
that suffices." 

Sophia laughed aloud. 

"They are mere brigands. You are another, but you 
must take care, Hans, for those you dream of spoiling will 
not let themselves be robbed so easily as you think. They 
have invented the police, a tolerably effective safeguard. 
But what are you preparing for these poor Baradiers and 
Graffs ? " 

" For the past fortnight I have been exciting the work- 
men by means of my agents. I am going to turn their 
works upside down. That will divert their attention, for 
they are far too wide awake concerning what we are doing. 
I do not know who is informing the sly rogues, but they 
seem to understand Lichtcnbach's game with the greatest 
ease." 

" Lichtenbach is such a coward ! He has done some- 
thing stupid again. I have sent Cesare to him, quite as 
much to keep a watch over him as to pay court to his 
daughter. But you cannot put courage into the heart of 
a coward." 

" It seems the shares of the Explosives Company had 
fallen so favourably, thanks to the bear system undertaken 
by Lichtenbach, that the re-purchase was on the point of 
being effected under the most favourable conditions. Sud- 
denly, without apparent reason, the brokers began to buy 
in enormous quantities on the Stock Exchange, and the 
shares rose by leaps and bounds. Lichtenbach held firm, 
but he had to deal with some one superior to himself. The 
threatening ruin was checked. He, personally, has lost a 
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pile of money at the liquidation. And, from information 
received, it is the Baradiers and Graffs who have formed a 
syndicate, along with a large number of shareholders be- 
longing to the threatened Company, with the object of 
checking the too complete depreciation of the shares. There 
is a rumour in business circles that, thanks to a new patent, 
you understand, Sophia, the prosperity of the affair is assured 
for the future. That is why I am here ; direct competition 
against Lichtenbach means a challenge to us. The war has 
begun ; it must be maintained, and the victory won. You 
all appear to me to be doing nothing but play here." 

"Now, Hans, nothing rash this time," said Sophia, 
firmly. " We are going along very well ; take care not to 
spoil everything again. You have only one arm left to lose, 
my dear friend. Do not attempt too much." 

Hans' features contracted. 

" You are in a very gay humour, Sophia. I have only 
one arm, true ; but it is the better one of the two, make 
no mistake. Little chance for him who comes within its 
reach ! " 

" So you have come to settle down here ? " 

" With your permission." 

" You will be greatly in my way." 

"Do not be anxious. I shall only be out-of-doors at 
night time. It is not to my interest to be seen in the open 
daylight. Darkness suits me better. You attend to your 
business, and I will attend to mine. All I ask of you is a 
room up in the garret, where I may write and sleep during 
the daytime. Milona alone will know that I am here. We 
can have entire confidence in her." 

" Entire, unless there is harm threatening to myself." 

" Who would think of doing you any harm ? Not I, 
at any rate, so long as we have the same end in view." 

They exchanged looks, and in their eyes could be read 
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the memory of long-standing complicity and collusion. 
Sophia was the first to avert her glance, which she did with 
a sign of acquiescence. 

" Then follow me." 

She opened the door, and showed the way to the man 
who appeared to her an object of mingled dread and hate. 



CHAPTER III 

Baudoin had just finished arranging everything in the 
summer-house where Marcel lived, wrhen he heard his 
name called by the concierge of the works. On showing 
himself at the window, the concierge bowed with deference, 
and said — 

" M. Baudoin, some one wishes to speak to you at the 
gate." 

" Good ; I will be down in a moment." 

It was three o'clock in the afternoon, and, as Marcel 
had just set out in the direction of the woods, Baudoin was 
alone in the house. He had just placed the furniture in 
order, and now, after closing the window, he took off his 
apron, and went out into the courtyard. On reaching the 
entrance to the works, he saw standing in the street a 
ruddy-faced man, with untrimmed beard, dressed like a 
workman, and wearing a pair of large rough shoes. The 
concierge disdainfully pointed out the man, and said — 

" There he is ! " 

At the same moment the man turned round, and, seeing 
Baudoin, came up with smiling face and extended hands. 
Baudoin, astonished, watched him draw near, ransacking 
his memory, but unable to call to mind if he had ever seen 
him before. He said to himself, " W^o the deuce can it be ? 
Some one who has made a mistake ! " On coming close up 
to him, the man said — 

185 
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" Good day, M. Baudoin," 

Then Baudoin recognized Lafor^t. Taking him by 
the arm, he conducted him along the garden wall in the 
direction of the main road ; then, sure that he would be 
out of the hearing of any one, he said — 

" So you are here at last ! What a perfect disguise ! 
I had no idea who you were till you spoke." 

" We must not remain in the open air, for no one must 
see us together. Is there no small inn where we can 
talk?" 

" Certainly ; come with me to the Soleil d'Or, I know 
the landlord ; he will let us have a small room to ourselves, 
where we shall not be disturbed. He is an old soldier, and 
to be relied upon." 

"Very good!" 

Seated before a bottle of beer, the two men began their 
confidential talk — 

" It was quite time you came," said Baudoin. " There 
is something new at last. M, Marcel's solitude has been 
broken in upon by two strangers, who pass as brother and 
sister, jabber away in Italian, and who, from the very first 
week of their stay here, have found means of entering into 
friendly relations with my master." 

" What kind of a woman is she ? " 

"Ah, unless I am mistaken, she is a very cunning 
woman, like the one who called to see my poor General^ 
and tricked him so cleverly." 

" And the man ? " 

" A foreigner. His first appearance. He calls himself 
a count, but he is probably a mere fortune-hunter. A 
handsome-looking fellow, though I have only seen him at 
a distance." 

" And the sister ? " 

" A splendid woman ! Light-complexioned, with hair 
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arranged in Madonna fashion. The most innocent, harm- 
less-looking creature imaginable ! In deep mourning, re- 
minding one of 'Mignon' bewailing her country. What 
is her object in coming here just at this time ? " 

" We will do our best to throw some light on the matter 
if possible." 

"I can do nothing, you understand, for I am too well 
known here. At the very first sign of activity I gave, it 
would be equivalent to saying to these people, ' Look out, 
I am watching you.' They would be at once on their 
guard, and the game would be over I I have already 
hazarded a rather risky examination of the house in which 
they live, and the surroundings. But I cannot recommence 
without running the risk of being caught by M. Marcel ; 
and, if he questioned me, what reply could I give him ? 
To warn him of the toils being skilfully drawn around him 
would be to cut short the intrigue now in preparation, and 
which, in all probability, will give us an opportunity of 
laying hands on the villains we are on the look-out for. 
And not to warn him is to leave him exposed to the greatest 
dangers ! I have been thinking of all this for some days, 
and the more I reflect, the more I hesitate. Accordingly 
I was very anxious to see you, as you can give me your 
advice in the first place, and afterwards we can deliberate 
as to the best means of defending M. Marcel in case he 
comes to be threatened." 

" We must proceed methodically. Where is this house 
situated ? " 

"Oh, it is very easy to recognize ! It is half-way 
between Ars and the woods of Bossicant, and is named the 
Villa de la Cav^e. Impossible to make a mistake, for it 
stands all alone." 

"To-morrow morning I will take up my post at the 
door." 
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« How ? " 

"That is my business. You will see how it is 
possible to keep a watch over people without appearing 
to do so." 

"But there is no house for more than half a mile 
around." 

"That will make no difference. How does the lady 
live ? " 

" Very quietly. She never leaves the house, except to 
take a walk in the wood. Until lately, alone, or with her 
brother, but now with my master." 

" Then he is bitten ? " 

" Very badly." 

« Good ! " 

"And what, in your opinion, must we do as regards 
M. Marcel?" 

" Nothing." 

" Not even warn him of his danger ? " 

" Under no pretext. What danger does he run ? I 
will keep watch over him outside, and you will look after 
him inside. No one has any interest in threatening him. 
If, as is very probable, according to usual tactics, a pretty 
woman has been told off' to try to catch him, all he risks 
is falling in love with a worthless creature. Will it be the 
first time this will happen to him ? You do not think so, 
nor do I. Meanwhile, we will set a few caltrops to try 
and catch our freebooters. Are you sure it is not the same 
woman who came to Vanves ? " 

" She has neither the same voice nor the same accent. 
But then, can one be certain of anything when one has to 
deal with people of such cunning ? As for the man, I can 
answer that it is not he, for I saw the man at Vanves. He 
was a head taller than this tom-tit of an Italian. His speech, 
too, was very peculiar. Oh ! I should at once recognize 
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the man who killed my General ! And if ever he comes 
within my reach " 

As he spoke his fists were tightly clenched, and a fierce 
glare shone in his eyes, Lafor^t calmed him by saying — 

" Do not get angry ! Especially in the matter now 
engaging our attention ; we must keep cool heads. Suppose 
you suddenly found yourself in front of this man, what 
would you do ? " 

"I would seize him by the throat, and he should not 
escape, that I would swear to before God ! " 

" What folly ! Your duty would be to pretend not to 
recognize him. You could follow him, find out where he 
lives, and keep a watch over him, so that we might capture 
both himself and his accomplices. My dear Baudoin, let 
us agree at once to some such course beforehand. For if 
we act in too sentimental a fashion, we shall fail utterly." 

Baudoin sighed — 

" You are right ; still, it would be very hard for me to 
keep my fingers away from the rascal's skin ! But then, 
you have had experience ; I will obey you." 

" Well, then, let us find some means of correspondence. 
For the future we must not be seen to have any com- 
munications with one another. See here ; when I have 
anything to say to you I will go to the entrance door of 
the works, and write on the top of the gate on the left side 
the day and hour of the rendezvous in red pencil. For 
instance : ' Tuesday, 4 o'clock.' Then you will arrange to 
come round to this inn, where you will find me. If you 
wish to speak to me you will do the same on the other 
pillar on the right of the gate. I shall pass by every morning 
and evening to see if the rendezvous has to take place that 
evening or not." 

"Very good." 

"Then good-bye for the moment. When we leave 
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here we no longer know one another. I will go now, and 
leave you to pay. Good luck, and keep cool ! " 

" I will, if possible." 

At that very hour Marcel was walking to and fro in the 
woods with Madame Vignola. The small terrier was running 
about along the path, which was so narrow that the young 
man and his fair companion were brought into close proximity 
to avoid the shooting branches which invaded the way. A 
feeling of languor seemed to emanate from the earth, gently 
warmed by the early spring sun. On reaching the edge of 
the plateau they halted by a rocky ledge overshadowed by 
large ash-trees. 

The whole valley of Ars lay before them. The tile 
roofs of the works, the large chimney-steeple with its plume 
of black smoke, and the church and houses capriciously 
grouped, formed a smiling and delightful picture. The 
young woman pointed out with the end of her parasol the 
different parts of the panorama, and Marcel named all the 
points of interest visible. It was a kind of taking possession 
of the country under the auspices of Marcel. He said to- 
her, with a smile — 

" You are asking questions, as though you intended to 
settle down in these parts." 

" It is a custom of mine," she said. " I like to know 
where I am, and to make inquiries about the district. Things 
have no meaning or interest for me unless I know their 
names and purposes. For irjstance, you point out to me 
down there a railway line which passes into the plain. To 
the fact that it is a railway I am absolutely indifferent ; you 
add, it is the line running from Troyes to the frontier, vid 
Belfort. Immediately my mind begins to work, and the 
precise representation given by the thing attaches my mind 
to the thing itself. As you see, I am of anything but a 
poetic nature." 
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" You appear to me to have an extraordinary intelligence." 

" And one which is not of a very feminine nature, novsr 
confess." 

" True, I find you anything but silly or fickle in dis- 
position. But I give you credit for a good quality." 

" In any case, confess that it is not a graceful one." 

" Oh ! You have so many others ! " 

" I did not ask you for a compliment." 

" You must accept it now, all the same." 

She looked at him with an air of simple content, then 
shook her head. 

" That is not right of you ; you have broken our agree- 
ment. It was understood between us that you should treat 
me as a companion, in return for which I would allow you 
to accompany me in my walks, and call on me uncere- 
moniously. But you are a Frenchman, and it is impossible 
for you to give up all pretensions to gallantry." 

" Would an Italian have stayed so long in your company 
without telling you how charming you are ? " 

" Yes, if I had forbidden him to speak of such things. 
But he would have thought the more ! " 

" How can you tell ? " said Marcel, eagerly. " Do you 
think I am indifferent because, obeying you too well, I have 
addressed to you nothing but simple expressions of cold 
courtesy ? Do not judge my feelings by my words ; they 
are very different from one another." 

" You have only known me for a week." 

" Is a longer time needed to love for ever ? " 

*' For ever ! What an engagement to make ! And so 
quickly decided on ! " 

" And so easy to keep when one first sees and afterwards 
comes to know you ! " 

" And which can have no result, as I must soon leave, 
and go away far from " 
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" What need is there for you to follow out plans formed 
during the early days of sadness and solitude ? Is it wise 
to decide for a whole lifetime in a single moment at your 
age, and with such a store of future compensations to draw 
upon ? At the age of twenty-four to think that everything 
is lost, because destiny has separated you from a husband old 
enough to have been your father ? Your life has only just 
begun, at the very time you think it is all over." 

" Yes, my brother has often said the same thing to me. 
That is the usual way of looking at things. New tenderness 
to replace a dying affection. But then, how wretched to 
lend one's self to such social arrangements, and undergo such 
an unexpected fate ! And yet a heart cannot be swept out 
like a room for new tenants. The memories of the one 
who occupied it cannot be so speedily effaced ; they remain. 
And is it not a kind of profanation for a delicate soul to 
allow itself to cherish a new affection, when it imagined the 
light had vanished for ever ? " 

" I will reply in your own words : ' For ever ! What 
an engagement to make ! And so lightly decided on 1 ' 
Can you be sure of keeping it ? Let the world wag 
along. Your decision will not alter anything. There is 
nothing definite in this world, not even the sincerest 
grief." 

She stood there silent for some time with downcast eyes. 
Her companion admired the graceful curves of her supple, 
form, and the youthful grace that appeared on the beautiful 
countenance. She seemed scarcely twenty years of age. 
Her cheeks had all the appearance of a tempting and savoury 
fruit. Finally she continued, with a sigh — 

" If I listened to your protestations, what trouble should 
I be preparing for myself in the future ? You are not 
dependent on yourself, as I am, for I have only a brother, 
though, after all, he is very indulgent towards me. You 
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have a family which will claim you. When you leave this 
district where will you go ? " 

" I shall return to Paris, where I generally live. What 
prevents you taking up your abode there also ? Your 
interests are in Italy ? What then ? Your brother will 
look after them, and you will have nothing to do but con- 
sider your own happiness." 

" Paris frightens me. That immense stir and commotion 
troubles me, and I imagine it would be impossible to live 
there in calm and quiet." 

" What a mistake you make ! The excitement of 
Paris life is very deceptive ; it is only the surface that is 
troubled. Its depths, as in those of the sea, are quiet and 
peaceful, and the storms on the surface never disturb them. 
In Paris itself are peaceful corners, filled with verdure, light, 
and flowers, where a happy and gentle life may be passed. 
We would find such a spot for you, chosen with tenderest 
care, and there you would learn to spend your time free 
from melancholy and feverish anxiety. Far from noise and 
distraction of every kind, within easy reach of the utmost 
refinements of taste and intellectual pleasures, you will find 
out the most precious thing in the world : a quiet home, 
embellished by a love at once sincere and tender." 

" That is a very seductive picture you have drawn, and 
you know how to present it in the best light. Is there a 
touch of the fairy about you ? Are you in possession of an 
enchanter's wand, to be able thus to dispose of the destiny 
of others ? You summon up characters and scenes to suit 
your fancy. Were I to listen to you, would you be free to 
realize your programme ? To me you appear to be building 
castles in the air. What would your parents and friends 
say of this arrangement ? " 

" Oh ! they would accept it, there is not the slightest 
doubt of that. If you only knew how fond they are of me, 
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and how joyfully they would welcome anything giving proof 
of moderation and wisdom on my part ! My father, though 
rough to outward appearance, is the finest man in the world. 
He is anxious about my doings, only because of his affection 
for me, and his anxiety regarding my future welfare. He 
never gave the least sign of egoism, even when we quarrelled. 
His own pleasure and peace of mind, even, were subordinated 
to my interests. Only when he saw that some action of 
mine which he judged harmful — would injure me in some 
way, did his anger burst forth against me. He loves me so 
well that, were he certain my happiness might be assured 
under honourable conditions, he would sacrifice his own 
without the slightest hesitation. As for my mother, she is 
the very embodiment of virtue and goodness." 

She bit her lips, and answered with sudden harshness, as 
though tired of listening to this wealth of praise. 

" Very fine sentiments, indeed ! Then you are not a 
dutiful son if you have not been in perfect accord with such 
loving parents." 

" I have not been undutiful, though not always reason- 
able." 

" Then what has been lacking to make you so ? " 

" A serious love." 

Raising a delicate finger, with threatening gesture, to 
Marcel, she said — 

" I am afraid you are anything but a model of virtue ! " 

"Do not judge me ill for having spoken so frankly. 
That would be neither benevolent or just. For, really, you 
would form a false idea of me." 

She continued, gaily — 

" Come ! I see that you are quite a model, after 
all!" 

" Now, you are joking ! How changing is your mood ! 
How can one hope to get the better of you ? " 
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" Ah ! mjr dear sir, did you think that a single word or 
look would suffice to seduce me ? If so, I am more re- 
bellious than you imagined. Did you suppose that the 
influence of spring, amid this charming scenery, an inactive 
solitude, and the length of the evenings, joined to your own 
particular qualities, would have induced me to fall down at 
your feet ? You are going rather too fast. My melancholy 
mood cannot accommodate itself to such a rapid change ! 
There, now, don't look so down-hearted ; I am speaking to 
you very gently. Had I wished I might have assumed an 
offended attitude, for, after all, you offer me your heart 
without taking the slightest precaution. Still, in this out-of- 
the-way place one cannot help feeling nearer the simplicity 
of nature. It is easy to return to habits and manners that 
are almost primitive, even without troubling concerning 
forms and customs, and saying what one really thinks and 
feels. I will forgive you, on condition you do not re- 
commence." 

Astonished at hearing the young woman speak in such 
a vivacious tone of raillery. Marcel wondered if she were 
really the same sorrowfiil languishing widow whose tender 
melodies were so often broken by sobs. Her face sparkled 
with a malicious harshness, and those caressing eyes of hers 
belied the coldness of her words. She offered so irritating a 
mixture of decency and profligacy, of modesty and sensuality, 
that Marcel no longer knew what to think. Suddenly the 
church-bell of Ars began to toll the evening Angelus, 
changing the trend of their thoughts. The young woman 
suddenly stood upright, exclaiming — 

" Six o'clock already ! How time passes ! They will 
wonder what has become of me." 

" But you are quite alone ! " 

"My servant " 

" That extraordinary creature you call Milo." 
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" Do not speak ill of her ; she likes you." 

" Thanks for the favour 1 " 

" Oh ! she is not fond of everybody. With you, how- 
ever, she is like my dog, which licks your hand ; he does 
not treat everybody the same way ! " 

"Yes, I may charm the servant and the dog, but the 
mistress disdains me." 

" Oh ! the mistress. She is the one who orders, and 
the others obey." 

"Then I will obey." 

Giving him a charming smile, she summoned to her the 
little terrier, which was hid among the heather, and, walk- 
ing slowly by Marcel's side, returned in the direction of the 
villa. On approaching the gate they saw a man engaged 
in arranging on the road a pile of stones discharged from a 
tumbrel that very morning. A large sledge-hammer lay 
near his vest under a straw covering. PoHtely raising his 
cap to the two passers-by, and without appearing to bestow 
any further heed on them, he continued his task. Madame 
Vignola seemed vexed at this installation so near her home. 
She looked carefully at the man, and, as soon as the garden 
gate was closed, asked — 

" What does that person intend to do there ? " 

" He seems to be engaged in breaking stones," said 
Marcel. " Most likely a journeyman who will be working 
on the road for some time." 

" Will he stay here long ? " 

" A few days, perhaps." 

" He has a villainous-looking face. Is there nothing to 
fear from such people ? " 

" Nothing whatever, except the sound of their hammers 
breaking the stones. But you will not hear that from the 
house." 

Madame Vignola did not appear to be quite satisfied 
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by what Marcel said. A look of anxiety shaded her 
brow. 

"If the presence of this poor fellow disturbs you so 
much," said the young man, " would you like me to request 
the authorities to have him removed ? He will be sent to 
work a few hundred yards away. I have sufficient influence 
to obtain this change." 

"Do nothing of the kind. I shall get accustomed to 
his presence. After all, he has his living to earn." 

She held out her hand to Marcel, with a smile. Hold- 
ing it for a moment within his own, he said, softly — 

" You are not angry with me ? " 

"No." 

" You will allow me to return to-morrow ? " 

" Yes, I should like you to do so." 

" And you will allow me to tell you that I love you ? " 

" If it gives you pleasure to do so." 

They said nothing more ; night was falling, and a gentle 
obscurity was overshadowing all nature. Still, they were 
less alone than on the plain of Bossicant, and it was, 
perhaps, this very fact which rendered them more audacious. 
Marcel drew near to himself the young woman, without 
the slightest resistance on her part. The tissue of her black 
dress came in contact with Marcel's shoulder. A kind of 
fever seized him, and for a moment he lost all notion of the 
surrounding world. 

A cry of pain, and an effort of resistance, recalled him 
to himself. He saw Anetta fleeing towards the house. On 
the threshold she halted, looked at him for a moment, as 
though trying to find something to say to him. He took a 
step forward, but she stopped him with a gesture. Placing 
his fingers to his lips, he sent a kiss to the enchantress who 
had so completely gained possession of his heart, and took 
his departure. 
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A disagreeable surprise awaited him on his arrival at the 
works. The gates, usually open, were now closed, and 
small knots of men were collected in the street. They 
removed as he approached, only to form again a little 
further distant. What the manager had told him a few 
days previously concerning the evil dispositions of the work- 
men returned to his mind. In his eagerness to overcome 
his love difKculties he had forgotten business worries. Going 
up to the concierge, he asked — 

" What is the matter here ? Why are the gates 
closed? What is the meaning of all these people in the 
streets ? " 

" Ah ! M. Marcel, there are troubles with the work- 
men. They went on strike at three o'clock to-day, 
and are scattered about in the caf£s and inns, along with 
the strikers from the Troyes works, who have turned 
their heads." 

" No damage has been done ? " 

"No, M. Marcel. But the manager has been looking 
for you everywhere." 

"I will go at once and speak to him." 

He made his way towards the office. Through the 
closed shutters a ray of light announced the presence of 
M. Cardez in his study. Marcel entered. The manager 
was seated before his desk writing. On seeing the son of 
his master he rose at once, and, without waiting to be 
questioned, began — 

" Well ! what did I tell you, M. Baradier ? Here they 
are in open revolt ! And that without the slightest plausible 
reason ! Simply to do as their comrades ! Their heads 
have been turned by the leaders of the strike. I have 
reasoned and talked gently to them, but all in vain ; they 
are nothing but machines ! Ah ! you are interested in the 
workers, now you will learn to know them ! " 
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" What measures have you taken ? " 

"I have closed the doors, so that no one may enter 
without our permission, or without incurring a penal 
responsibility. Now I am expecting a delegation of the 
workmen." 

" Under what pretext have they ceased work ? " 

" They demand the suppression of sweeping and light- 
ing, the supply of needles at a lower price." 

" Is the demand a just one ? " 

" It is something quit-e new." 

" But is it just ? " 

"Mon Dieu ! Concessions might, doubtless, be granted, 
but then others would immediately be made. Their 
grievances would never come to an end. We are only at 
the beginning. Is it wise to yield all at once ? " 

" Why not give them the impression that we wish them 
well?" 

" They would look upon it as a sign of weakness." 

Marcel remained pensive. 

" So the weavers of Troyes are on strike, and are inciting 
our workmen to follow their example ? " 

" They were at Sainte-Savine yesterday, and to-day they 
are at Ars. They made sufficient noise ; you must have 
been very busy not to have heard them." 

"I was away from home," said Marcel, embar- 
rassed. 

" All the same had you been here ; that would have 
made no difference ; their plan of action is fixed. They 
would have insulted you, as they did me, that is all." 

" Insulted ? " exclaimed Marcel. 

"Listen." 

A vague sound was heard breaking the silence of the 
night. The harsh untrained voices of the mob were heard 
singing a kind of workmen's Marseillaise— 
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" Les patrons, les damnes patrons, 
Un beau matin, nous les verrons 
Accroches au bout d'une branche I 
En se sentant raorts a moitie. 
Cast alors qu'ils crieront pitie ! 
Mais nous leur repondrons : Dimanche I 
Retroussez vos manches, luron ! 
Bientot va commencer la danse. 
Ayons la victoire, ou mourons 
Pour notre independance ! 

Ayons la victoire, ou mourons 
Pour notre independance ! " 

A shrill clamour, mingled with the shrieks of women 
and children, followed this threatening refrain ; then came 
a formidable hooting — 

" Down with Cardez ! Down with the manager ! To 
the gallows with him ! " 

" Do you hear them ? " said Cardez. " The gallows, 
indeed ! And what have I done to them ? Simply exact 
from them a conscientious amount of work, and respect for 
the regulations. The gallows ! If they think they can 
frighten me with their threats they are mistaken. An old 
soldier like myself cannot be intimidated so easily. Besides, 
these are nothing but idle cries ; no deeds will follow ! " 

" Have you written to my father and uncle ? " asked 
Marcel. 

" I have telephoned to them. They must, by this time, 
have entered into relations with the prefect to insure the 
protection of the works, and respect for the rights of labour. 
But for that troops will be needed, and no one can tell how 
far things will go with people of the character of these 
Champagne fools. We have a loyal police at Ars, who are 
well known and respected. I think that ought to be 
sufficient." 

" Are you afraid of a conflict i " 
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" I am afraid of nothing, but I am obliged to take every 
precaution. Our Ars workmen, as I said, are more noisy 
than evil-intentioned. But there are strangers who have 
incited them to action, and it is with them that we shall 
have to deal." 

"A mob is a brute force, both blind and deaf. You 
cannot undeceive a hundred men. If they all clamour 
aloud at once, how can any possible understanding be 
reached ? " 

" That is what leaders of strikes rely upon ! Tumult 
and violence. To-morrow I shall receive a delegation of 
workmen, with whom, I hope, it will be possible to come 
to reasonable terms." 
"I will help you." 
" If you wish," 

" Will there be any hostile manifestation this evening ? " 
" No. Not before to-morrow." 
" Then I will go and dine. Good night." 
Baudoin was waiting for him. In serving his meal the 
devoted servant, to whom Marcel permitted a certain 
amount of familiarity, lingered near the table instead of 
returning to the kitchen. He looked carefully at his master, 
and seemed to wish to read his secret impressions on his 
face. Never had the young man been so silent and pre- 
occupied as during the past few days. In solitude he lived 
over again the hours he had spent in the company of the 
beautiful Italian, and never appeared tired of thinking about 
her. Not a word did he say, but his countenance was 
illumined by an inner radiance. Still, in spite of his absent- 
mindedness, Baudoin's persistence in standing there before 
him, like a note of interrogation, struck Marcel at last. 
Looking at him for a moment, he said — 

" What is the matter with you, this evening, Baudoin .? 
You seem quite agitated," 
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"One might be so with less cause. You are aware, 
sir, that the employees have assumed a very threatening 
attitude ? " 

« Well ! Are you afraid ? " 

" No, indeed, sir, not for myself, at any rate ! " 

*' For whom, then ? " 

" For yourself, sir. When I left Paris M. Baradier gave 
me precise orders to protect you from all harm. If anything 
were to happen I should not know what to do. That is 
what agitates me, as you say, sir." 

" There is nothing to do, Baudoin, except wait," 

"I beg your pardon, sir, there is something far pre- 
ferable to that — that is, to take the first train back to 
Paris." 

" And leave my father's works exposed to the violence 
of his workmen ? " 

"M. Baradier's works are doubtless very precious, but 
not so precious as his son." 

" Do not be uneasy, Baudoin ; no one will harm either 
the son or the works. The deuce ! Are there no laws in 
existence ? The people of Ars are not savages." 

"Neither are the people of Troyes, nor those of 
Sainte-Savine, savages, and yet, this very morning, they 
destroyed everything at the works of Messrs. Tirot and 
Malapeyre." 

" Hard masters ! " 

" The question is not whether they are hard or lenient 
masters, but simply whether they are masters at all. Your 
presence here, sir, is not absolutely necessary. It would be 
better if you would go and spend a week in Paris." 

"They would say that I had run away. And old 
Cardez, who is none too fond of me, will say that I am 
good for nothing except making chemical experiments ! 
That, when the works are to be defended^ I am no longer 
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to be found. No, no ! Chance has brought me here, and 
chance will keep me. I shall even try to arrange everything 
for the general good." 

" Then you will take all necessary precautions, sir ? " 

" What precautions ? " 

"A good revolver on your person, in the first place." 

" What an idea ! What would be the use of a revolver, 
Baudoin ? If I have to deal with a crowd of men, I could 
not attempt to defend myself. With one or two men only, 
I shall run no danger." 

" At any rate, if you have anything important here, sir, 
it might be useful to put it in safety," 

They looked at one another in silence. Marcel had 
understood what the General's servant meant. He became 
very serious. 

" You allude to the powders, I suppose, Baudoin ? " 

"Yes, sir, I am aware that you possess the formulae. 
Can nothing be stolen which would place the one who should 
be audacious enough to attempt the coup, in possession of the 
secret ? " 

"The powders, even the formulae might be stolen, 
Baudoin, without the secret being discovered. There is 
a peculiar trick of manipulation the General revealed 
to me, which alone constitutes the real value of the 
discovery." 

" All the same, it was to obtain possession of the for- 
mulae that my master was killed." 

" No, Baudoin, he was killed because he refused to tell 
the proportions of the ingredients. It was madness at find- 
ing himself deceived that inspired the murderer's arm. He 
imagined he could substitute his own for the genius of the 
inventor, and find out the mixtures himself. He wished to 
storm the mystery and brutalize science. It was then the 
General was struck." 
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" Is it not possible he may try again ? " 

"Is he even alive ? Come, Baudoin, are you attempting 
to discover some relation, however far-fetched, between these 
disturbances, which are putting the whole district in com- 
motion, and this powder affair ? " 

" I know nothing ; but I am on my guard against 
everything that appears of a suspicious nature. There are 
strangers in the works. It is they who lead the strikers. 
Strangers were also in the powder affair. Mon Dieu ! I 
may be stupid, sir, but I would give a great deal to be safe 
back in Paris with you." 

" You are very imaginative, Baudoin." 

"Well, then, as I see you are determined to pay no 
attention to what I say, I should be glad, sir, if you would 
give me the key of the laboratory. I will keep watch by day, 
and sleep there by night. In that way I shall be more 
completely at ease." 

"Very well, Baudoin. You will find the key in my 
room, over the mantelpiece. If that will restore your peace 
of mind, it is easy enough." 

" That will not restore my peace of mind entirely, sir ; 
but, at any rate, it will give me a certain amount of satis- 
faction." 

The dinner being now at an end. Marcel went out for a 
stroll in the garden and along the river bank. It was a 
cool evening, and the stars shone forth in undimmed brilli- 
ancy. At times a dull, rumbling sound was heard coming 
from the inns and caf(Js of the town, where the workmen 
were celebrating the strike in numerous bumpers. A feeling 
of sadness came over Marcel at the thought of the women 
and children awaiting in their poor dwellings the return of 
the father for the evening meal, whilst the latter, under the 
persuasion of raillery or threats, lingered before the table 
covered with glasses, and drinking the most poisonous and 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 205 

maddening liquors imaginable. What wretchedness would 
result from this interruption of work ! The paltry savings 
of the thrifty would vanish, the debts of the improvident 
would increase. And the net result of all this tumult and 
agitation, excited by hypocritical leaders, would be nothing 
but severity and rancour. 

Turning aside his thoughts from these evils, to which he 
could see no remedy, he directed them to the Villa de la 
Cav6e, There, at the same time as himself, Anetta would 
be walking to and fro in the garden. He pictured her 
passing down the winding alley in dreamy solitude. What 
could she be thinking of, if not of himself, whose heart was 
filled with her memory ? Were they not united in soul, 
and was not that delicious kiss a proof of her affection. A 
thrill of pleasure came over him in the silence of the night, 
and he thought to himself, " Suppose I were to pay her a 
visit now ? She does not expect me, true. What would 
she think of my eagerness to see her again ? Would not 
the untimely hour, and the isolation she is in, make her 
consider my visit offensive ? The more defenceless she 
is, ought I not the more to respect her ? Ah ! She 
loves me, I feel it. Am I on the point of spoiling by 
my rashness all the happiness the future has in store for 
me?" 

In his tenderness Marcel was anxiously solicitous of 
sparing the susceptibilities of her who had set the terrible 
trap in which he was hopelessly caught. Had he been able 
to penetrate into the Villa de la Cav6e, and reach the salon 
unperceived, he would have heard Sophia and her Dalmatian 
servant exchanging their impressions ; whilst, seated astraddle 
on a chair, the terrible Hans was listening to them, smoking 
the while, and with an expression of ironical contempt on 
his face. 

"After all, madame, what will you do with this poor 
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young man when you have obtained from him what you 
want ? " 

" Oh, that will not trouble me ! He is very agreeable 
and charming, and will doubtless bewail my departure. 
But he has not yet reached the point I wish to bring 
him to." 

" What we chemists call the incandescence point," said 
Hans, harshly. " We know what that is, Sophia, when you 
have a hand in the matter. For young Zypiatine it was 
the moment when, in his madness, he handed over the 
secrets concerning the concentration on the frontiers of 
Afghanistan; for poor Stenheim, the hour when he stole 
from the War Office the plan of defence of Herzegovina, 
and for our friend, the handsome Cesare Agostini " 

" Don't speak of Cesare," interrupted the young woman, 
frowning. 

" Why not, indeed ? The coup he effected was a 
very fine one. Were he to attempt to cross the Italian 
frontier I believe he would be sent to rot in the darkest 
fortress of Sardinia. For he is not one of those whom they 
risk passing judgment on, even in private ; he knows rather 
too much. Certainly, this fair-complexioned young fellow 
from Champagne you are now preparing to shear, is a pascal 
lamb compared with the dangerous characters you have 
hitherto led to their ruin without the slightest compunction. 
All the same, you must beware, Sophia ; I know you 
well. You are not quite at your ease just now, you 
have become silent and dreamy — preoccupied, in fact; not 
a good sign at all ! Are you on the point of doing some- 
thing stupid ? " 

Sophia shuddered. Fixing her eyes full on Hans, she 
asked suddenly — 

" What do you mean ? " 

"Ah, ah! Now you are interested. I am not 
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surprised. You are too intelligent to form any illusions 
regarding yourself. You must have noticed that something 
abnormal is taking place in your mind. The other day 
there was something in your way of saying that no harm 
whatever should come to the young Baradier, which gave 
me serious grounds for reflection. This very evening, on 
returning home, I saw you in a state of languor any- 
thing but natural to so practical a woman as you are. 
Usually, after playing a Hie, you resume your ordinary 
expression and clear directness of speech, as though, after 
removing a mask, you had become your own self once 
more. This time it is not the same. You are under 
the sway of external influences. In short, to sum up, 
you seem to me as though about to fall in love with this 
young Baradier ! " 

" I ! " exclaimed Sophia, almost angrily. 

"Yes, you, Sophia, Baroness Grodsko, known here 
under the name of Madame Vignola. Now listen, my 
dear, such an occurrence would be an out-and-out act of 
stupidity 1 " 

" You are mad, Hans ! " 

" I shall only be too glad if I am mistaken. But I have 
a very keen intuition ! We all have our little weaknesses, 
Sophia, and I should not wonder in the least if this young 
man pleased you. But I should be very much astonished 
if you thought of attaching yourself really to him, for 
nothing would be more dangerous to us, or to him, or even 
to yourself. If you could keep the young Marcel from the 
works for a short time I will not deny that such a course 
would serve my purpose. But no passion, remember, just a 
passing fancy. Keep him in the villa just long enough to 
enable us to execute our plans. That is how I understand 
things." 

" As I, also," said the young woman, coldly. 
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" Very good. If you can keep a cool head and heart, 
there is nothing to fear and everything to hope for. You 
hear that, Mile. If your mistress shows any inclination to 
go astray, you will be there to remind her of her engage- 
ments." ,^ 

" My duty is to obey her," said Milona, with scowling 
look, "and not to order. As for you, never presume to 
order me to do anything." 

" Why not, if you please, my young savage ? " 

"Because a girl like myself is willing to give up her 
liberty for the sake of one she loves, but she will not serve 
one she detests." 

" That means simply that we are not friends, my little 
one," jeered Hans, with a loud laugh. " As you please ; I 
will not force you to like me." 

Milona gave him a steady look, and shrugged her 
shoulders, pronouncing a few words in an uncouth tongue. 
She then left the room. 

" What did she say in that Romany tongue of 
hers ? " 

" She said, ' Son of a she-wolf, may you die of a burning 
fever without any one at hand to give you a glass of 
water.' " 

"Many thanks for her gracious wishes. Some day my 
stick shall make the acquaintance of your back, charming 
creature." 

" Do not think of such a thing, Hans, she would repay 
you with dagger-blows ! " 

" What delightful relations ! But you know well that 
I am afraid of no one. Now let us speak of something 
more serious. Have you heard from Cesare ? " 

" He writes to say that he is back from London, where 
business matters are progressing well. As you are aware, 
our English friends are very practical. They have launched 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 209 

a company with a capital of fifty million francs. They will 
need a whole territory for their money, and they will 
certainly succeed." 

"Assuredly. When one's calculations are based on 
human folly and incredulity, failure is impossible. That is 
why business matters possess so little interest." 

" At the bottom, you have no esteem for anything but 
force and might. Your temperament is that of a condottiere 
of the fourteenth century. You have been let loose in this 
coward society of ours, there is no scope for your talents in 
such a restricted civilization as the present. Come, Hans, 
since we are speaking to one another to-night, with apparent 
frankness, who are you, and where do you come from ? It 
is five years since I first met you, and yet I know you no 
better than I did the first day. We have mutual interests, 
and yet I have no hold on you. You are generally called 
Hans, but sometimes Fichter ; although you look like a 
German, you can speak both Russian and Spanish admirably. 
I have known you to accomplish the most abominable 
actions, and yet you are never cruel without necessity. 
You attempt to obtain possession of huge sums of money, 
though your style of living is anything but extravagant. 
Where do all your resources go to ? What end have you 
in view ? What is this mysterious task you are engaged 
on, for the little you accomplish with us is only a small 
part of your work ? You have trusty companions who do 
not belong to us. Suddenly you disappear, to accomplish 
some work or other we know nothing about. I sometimes 
suspect that we are merely tools in your hands, and are 
collaborating, without the faintest suspicion of it, in the 
execution of some far-reaching plan which embraces the 
whole of humanity. At times, I wonder if you are not 
the visible head of some enormous and terrible inter- 
national federation, which, at a given moment, and 
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everywhere at the same time, will set the revolution 
aflame." 

Hans smiled, shook his head approvingly, and then said 
in railing tones — 

" Women are far better than men, after all, for being 
possessed of delicate tact and a clear perception of things. 
Ah ! So you have wondered who I really was, Sophia ? 
Well, well ! my dear, you are more inquisitive than either 
Lichtenbach or Agostini, without speaking of the rest, for 
not one of them ever attempted to find out what I was 
unwilling to show. Good 1 Sophia, good ! I am interested 
in you, my child, for you are no fool." 

Rising, he took the young woman by the waist, drew 
her to himself, and gave her a friendly kiss on the forehead. 
Then, looking at her steadfastly as though to force his words 
to enter her brain, he said — 

" If you attempt to make a psychological study of me 
you will lose your time, Sophia. Know that I am Hans 
Fichter to you, and shall never be any other. All the 
same, do not forget that I am not really Hans Fichter. 
You have sought my personality with amusing clear-sighted- 
ness, but you will never discover it, and that is very lucky 
for you, otherwise you would not survive your discovery a 
single moment. Yes, my child, I have too many people 
around me, interested in my freedom of action, for any one, 
who thought of playing the spy on me, to be permitted to 
live. Do not imagine, however, that I am a kind of evil 
genius, a master of rebel souls, or the arbiter of future social 
transformations. If you did you would be on the wrong 
track. My power is great, but not sovereign. I am one of 
the numerous soldiers of a cause which will triumph in 
time, and I bow to no master ! " 

" Hans ! " exclaimed Sophia ; " you speak like the 
nihilists of my own country, I knew a young student, 
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named Sewenikof, who propagated nihilist literature among 
the Moujiks in Moscow, and spoke in almost the same tones 
as you are using now. One day he disappeared," 

"Yes, my child, as you will disappear if you repeat a 
single word, however seemingly simple and inoffensive, of 
what I have just said. Your Sewenikof, whom I have 
never met, but whom I know, after all, as though I saw 
him, was merely an instigator, an agent who has been 
suppressed. That kind of thing happens every day. 
Be careful, Sophia. I am very fond of you, and should 
be sorry if any trouble befel you. All the same, I should 
be unable to do anything. Now it is time to say good 
night." 

" You are going to bed ? " 

"No. I have a rendezvous with my men at Ars. 
Have you not heard them shouting themselves hoarse all 
day long, fools as they are ? What a pack of simpletons ! 
These people have no idea that they are hurling threats 
and imprecations simply because such a course suits my 
convenience." 

" Be prudent yourself, Hans." 

" Ah ! This is nothing more than child's play for 
me!" 

Lighting a cigar, he took his leave. The garden was 
dark. He proceeded, without the slightest noise, along the 
edge of the turf, gliding along like a shadow. On reaching 
the gate he opened it noiselessly, and remained there a 
moment against the wood panel, so as not to be noticed 
from the road. Then he looked all around, as though 
pbssessed of the faculty of seeing in the darkness. After 
a moment's hesitation he set out in the direction of Ars. 
It would have been impossible for any one coming behind 
him to believe that he had come from the garden of the 
villa. 
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When he had advanced a hundred yards the branches of 
a bush silently separated on the opposite side of the road, 
and another man, in his turn, appeared. He was the stone- 
breaker who had been working for the past few days at the 
Cavde. Walking along in step with Hans, he, too, made 
his way towards the town. 



CHAPTER IV 

On leaving Marcel, Baudoin, after obtaining permission to 
keep watch over the laboratory, had gone out on to the 
main road. It w^as dark. Taking his pipe, he filled it 
with tobacco, then halting near the pillar which served for 
Lafordt's correspondence, he struck a match. By the light 
he examined the plaster, and discovered the following 
inscription in red pencil, "This evening. Nine." The 
old soldier lit his pipe, looked at his watch, and muttered to 
himself — 

" Nine o'clock to-night. At last ! I will go and wait 
for him." 

He made his way towards the inn, which was no longer 
dark and silent as usual. A vivid light shone through the 
glass on the door, and a rumbling sound arose from the bar. 
Baudoin drew near one of the windows on the ground 
floor, and listened through the shutters. A voice, as of 
some one delivering a discourse, could be heard, interspersed 
from time to time with shouts and exclamations. At one 
time it sounded louder and more violent, and a thunder of 
applause rang through the room, as though all the tables 
had been struck at one and the same time by the robust 
fists of the men present. 

" The deuce ! " said Baudoin ; " this place does not seem 
very safe for one belonging to the master's household. The 
strikers have met at the Soleil d'Or, and they appear to 
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be paying favourable attention to one of their usual 
haranguers." 

Making the round of the house, he reached the door 
of the courtyard, and looked around for an entrance into 
the kitchen, where he expected to find his friend the inn- 
keeper. A hand was placed on his shoulder. Turning 
round, he recognized Lafor^t, who had arrived, noiselessly, 
and was standing by his side. 

" I was watching you," said the agent. " The place is 
full. I was convinced you would enter this way. We 
must not stay in the middle of the courtyard. Many eyes 
to-night are on the watch around us." 

" Where shall we go ? " 

" Come along into my room." 

An outer staircase led to a wood corridor, running along 
the first floor, and continued right to the top story. It 
was right under the roof that Laforet had taken a room, 
the wretchedest in the whole establishment, and quite in 
accordance with the condition of a poor labourer. Opening 
his door, he signed to Baudoin to take a seat on the bed ; 
then, raising the skylight, he looked- along the roof to make 
sure no one was watching. Dropping the iron sash, he said 
in low tones — 

"Speak close to my ear. There are rooms on either 
side of this. The partitions are very thin, and it is possible 
to hear everything that is said." 

" What have you summoned me for ? " whispered 
Baudoin. 

" Because I have news from the Cav6e. The lady is no 
longer alone. There is a man in the house." 

" What kind of a man ? A dark, handsome young 
fellow, who speaks Italian ? " 

" No ; tall, strong-looking, and light-complexioned, with 
a thick beard, and speaking with a kind of German accent." 
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Baudoin's eyes shone. He vigorously grasped LaforSt's 
hand, and, in trembling tones, asked — 

" Did you see him ? " 

" Yes, as distinctly as I see you." 

" Had he both arms ? " 

" He has both arms." 

Baudoin gave a sigh of disappointment. 

" Then it is not he ! Ah ! For a moment I 
hoped " 

" That it was the man of Vanves ? Could you recognize 
him if he were show^n to you ? " 

" Perhaps not, for I never saw him except in the dark, 
but if I heard him speak, yes, without the slightest doubt, 
I should recognize his voice from among a thousand." 

" Very well ! I hope I shall be able to give you satis- 
faction ; the man is here," 

« In the inn ? " 

"In a room on the first floor with three others, the 
ringleaders, who were summoned from the common room 
when he arrived. He himself has no relations with the 
mass of the workmen ; he communicates only with the 
staff. I shadowed him from the villa to this very spot. 
The cunning rascal forced me to keep my wits about me. 
He changed direction three times, and twice tried to throw 
me on a false scent. One would have thought he felt me 
close at his heels, though I followed him with the utmost 
precaution. He went to the Cafe de la Gare, where he 
drank a bitter; then he left by the servants' door, after 
entering by the front. I suspected the trick, so I went 
round to the back. Then he went to the station itself, 
crossed the waiting-room, and reached the platform. He 
walked the whole length, right on to the storeroom ; there 
he found an open gate, through which he entered the 
town, and came straight to the Soleil d'Or. At this very 
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moment he is beneath us, holding a conference with his 
confederates," 

" How will you manage to give me an opportunity of 
hearing him ? " whispered Baudoin. 

" You will see shortly. But, first of all, what does the 
rascal want at the Villa de la Cavde ? " 

"Well, you see, it has reference to M. Marcel, that 
I would swear to. There is trouble in the air. Why 
are the works in this condition when there has never, 
hitherto, been the slightest diiFerence between the kindest 
of masters and the best-treated of workmen ? The same 
thing is at the bottom of it all. When I summoned you 
I knew what I was doing. This Italian is here for 
M. Marcel, and so is this new arrival, and everything 
has been planned by the villains who killed the General ! " 

" Well ! We will throw some light on the matter. 
If I can succeed in laying hands on this gang the Minister 
of War will be delighted. After all, Baudoin, if you are 
not mistaken,' this affair is simply the result of the attempt 
at Vanves. We have to deal with a whole company, and 
an experienced one, too, which has already had a crow to 
pick with us. Follow me." 

Raising the sash, he placed one foot on a chair, and 
mounted on to the roof. Baudoin imitated him. A large 
leaden pipe surrounded the building. This they followed 
until they reached the front, overlooking the courtyard 
twenty feet below. Laforet pointed out to his companion 
a small zinc roof below the first floor. It was the covering 
of a shed, used as a saddle-room. 

" Now, then, our friends are in the room where you see 
that lighted window above this roof. If you can get there 
unnoticed, and without making the slightest noise, you may 
see from the roof into the interior 5 certainly you could 
hear." 
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Baudoin leaned over into the courtyard, looking for 
some means of descending. 

" How can I get there ? Twenty feet and no 
ladder." 

LaforSt pointed to something projecting from the angle 
of the wall. 

" That is a cast-iron pipe used for the drains." 

" You are right I Come along ! " 

" Put your shoes in your pocket." 

After doing so the agent seized hold of the leaden pipe 
with his hands, and separating his knees in the angle of the 
wall to protect himself by the friction, he silently began to 
descend. Baudoin, leaning over the roof, watched the 
operation with anxious curiosity. He was not afraid that 
LaforSt would be found lacking in strength or agility, but 
was wondering if the pipe would prove solid. Suppose the 
attaching cramp-irons became loose, both pipe and man 
would fall to the ground with a terrible clatter. The 
alarm would be raised, and the consequences of such an 
accident might be disastrous. But his anxiety did not last 
long. At the end of a few seconds LaforSt had reached the 
roof, and was lying there extended at full length. 

Baudoin thereupon followed suit. On reaching the 
bottom of the window, where the meeting was being held, 
he knelt down and looked. Through the muslin of the 
curtain the human forms appeared indistinct, like the 
silhouettes of a badly-focussed magic-lantern. According 
to the position he was in, and his distance from the light, 
each of the three men assembled appeared either like a giant 
or a dwarf. One of them had risen from his seat, and 
was walking to and fro. According as he approached or 
went away from the window, a voice, distinct or indistinct, 
reached LaforSt's ears. The latter, without turning round, 
drew Baudoin nearer, and whispered in his ear — 



21 8 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

" It is difficult to see, but you may hear. Come a little 
nearer and listen." 

Baudoin obeyed, and listened attentively in the efFort to 
discover the object of his keen curiosity. It was not the 
man who was walking to and fro whose voice could now be 
heard. It was rather the voice of some one seated near a 
table, who appeared to be examining some papers. Difficult 
as it was to find any meaning in what was said, all the same 
certain expressions reached them, " No use using violence — 
nothing would result. Alarm the workmen. Excite the 
attention of the authorities." All the same, it was easy to 
understand that he was not of the same mind as the man on 
his feet, who appeared to be pacing to and fro with down- 
cast head, as though impatiently submitting to opposition. 
Suddenly the walker stopped, and in harsh tones said — 

"It shall be as I wish!" 

The other replied, though, on account of the distance, 
only a few broken phrases reached the listeners. 

" General interest ; unfavourable opinions." 

The man on his feet resumed his walk, and was listening 
to his opponent. 

Once more he stopped, and said — 

"It shall be as I wish, I tell you." 

Lafordt whispered — 

" Is he the man ? Do you recognize the voice ? " 

" No ! " said Baudoin, anxiously. " I don't recognize it 
at all." 

The man seated before the table thereupon folded up 
his papers, and put them in his pocket, with the words — 

" Then there is nothing to do but obey ! " 

The other thereupon went up to the table, laid his hand 
on the shoulder of his opponent who had capitulated, and 
said in joyful accents — 

" That's right ! You were a long time before you would 
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give in ! Now we must set to work. No one will repent 
the decision reached ! " 

And he burst into a loud laugh. 

LaforSt felt the hand of his companion shake, and, at 
the same time, Baudoin murmured in accents of frightful 
anguish — 

" It is he — yes, that is the man ; I recognize his 
laugh 1" 

He gave a gesture of anger, but Lafor^t immediately 
restrained him. 

" Listen once more ! Make sure that you are not 
mistaken 1 " 

" It is he I I cannot be mistaken ! Ah ! that laugh of 
his ; just as I heard it on the night of the crime, when he 
descended from the carriage." 

" Well, then, we know all we want. We must not 
stay any longer here ; it is useless to risk any unnecessary 
danger." 

Thereupon he glided down to the edge of the zinc roof. 
Baudoin followed him, and the two men put on their shoes 
and reached the courtyard. There they halted. The door 
of the inn was closed, but Lafordt knew how to deal with 
locks, and, a second later, his companion and himself were 
in the open street. 

"What are you going to do now ? " said Baudoin. "The 
police are at hand. Will you hesitate to lock up this villain 
at once ? " 

I " Good ! " said LaforSt. " That is one solution. And 
afterwards ? " 

" What do you mean — afterwards ? " 

"Nothing is easier than to take him. We need only 
wait till he leaves the inn, and then carry him oiF to the 
police ! But what then ? " 

" Of course he will be accused of the crime committed 
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at Vajives ; then he will be tried, convicted, and finally 
condemned." 

" Indeed ! Convicted ? You think so ? Such a man as 
the one with whom we have to deal ? Take him unawares ? 
Could he not easily find an alibi to prove that he was five 
hundred miles away from Vanves on the night of the crime ? 
Even yourself, five minutes ago, hesitated about recognizing 
him. And then, whilst we have this bird safe under lock 
and bolt, only to be obliged, later on, to set him at liberty, 
perhaps, all the others will take to flight. That will be a 
fine end to everything ! " 

" All the same, we cannot fold our arms quietly, and let 
this rascal get off scot-free ? " 

"The villain is plotting something here, and the play 
must not be interrupted at the very moment the principal 
character is about to enter on the stage. What about the 
beautiful lady of the Cav6e and her pretended brother ? And 
all these rascals who are just now doing their best to ruin 
the works of Baradier and Graff? Do you not think of 
them ? Should we let them know that the whole affair is 
over and their plot discovered ? " 

"But we cannot remain inactive spectators in all 
this?" 

" Spectators, yes, for the moment. Inactive, never ! I 
did not come from Paris to Ars simply for the purpose of 
breaking stones on the road. I am engaged in my profession, 
and I intend the whole affair to be successful." 

" But can I not, at least, warn M. Marcel ? " 

" Under no pretext ! His first impulse would be to have 
a frightful scene with his lady-love, and everything would 
be ruined. In the name of Heaven, let us keep those who 
are under the influence of passion out of our confidence ! 
From them you may expect nothing but the most utter 
folly!" 
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" But suppose Marcel falls into some trap or other ? " 

" Have no fear for him. He will come: out of it all 
right. For my part, I intend to shadow our man, and shall 
not let him give me the slip until I have everything necessary 
for giving him up to the magistrate in Paris, who is extremely 
mortified at his failure in this affair. Do you agree ? " 

" I must do so, I suppose." 

" Then we will each attend to our own business." 

They shook hands, and separated in the darkness of the 
night. The illuminated inn rang with shouts and exclama- 
tions, alternating with the cadence of mugs of beer, as they 
struck the wooden tables. Away in the distance the factory 
raised its sombre bulk under the star-lit sky. At the very 
moment Baudoin passed in front of the concierge's room, 
the latter stopped him, and, in joyful tones, said — 

" M. GrafF has just arrived ! " 

Uncle GrafF, uneasy at what Cardez had telephoned, had 
not hesitated, but had left Baradier to continue an important 
operation at the Bourse on the shares of the Explosives 
Company, and, taking the train, had made straight for the 
works. Marcel, who was taking a walk by the riverside, 
had seen the worthy uncle come along the flower-beds, and 
had rushed joyfully forward to meet him. 

« What ! Is it you, Uncle Graff? " 

" Yes, my nephew, I wanted to see for myself what is 
taking place here. I have just had a talk with Cardez, and 
at present I know how matters stand. Now, let us speak 
of yourself. How are you getting along, and what are you 
doing ? I don't want to find fault, but you send us very 
little news. Your mother is anything but pleased, and said 
to me only last night, ' He no longer thinks of us ; he loves 
us no more.' " 

" I ! Not think of you all ! " said Marcel. 

" How can your poor mother have any illusion on the 
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subject ? Certainly, you do not spoil her ! Ah ! I well 
know that children do not live for their parents, but for 
themselves. All the same, they might do a little, from 
time to time, for those who have brought them up and loved 
them from childhood." 

" Oh, uncle ! What you say pains me very much ! " 
said Marcel, penitently. " Has my silence been interpreted 
in this way ? To obey my father I have come to bury 
myself at Ars for several weeks. I think I have given him 
sufficient pledges of my good intentions, in spite of a few 
silly escapades I have been guilty of." 

"Debts amounting to three hundred thousand francs, 
my little Marcel, without counting what I often gave you 
unknown to your parents, eh ? " 

" Ah ! Uncle Graff, why return to discuss such 
matters ? " 

" Yes, you forget them very soon, don't you ? " 

Marcel smiled. 

" You are a very indulgent uncle ; you know what 
young men are ! " 

" All the same, I have never been young ! Ah ! Marcel, 
I should have adored pleasure and luxury had I not looked 
as solemn as a churchwarden." 

"So you gave yourself up to finance, and succeeded 
brilliantly ! My good uncle, it is you who pay when your 
spendthrift of a nephew is in difficulties ! All the same, I 
am very fond of you. Uncle Graff." 

He had taken him by the shoulders, and was embracing 
him with warmth. The old man, his eyes filled with tears, 
looked tenderly at the handsome young fellow by his side. 
He coughed to conceal his emotion, and said — 

" Yes, I know you are fond of me. Well, well ! 
Promise me that you will write a nice little letter to your 
mother," 
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" I promise, Uncle GrafF, I will write to-morrow morn- 
ing, and one to my father into the bargain." 

" That is right ! By the way, things don't seem to be 
going along very well here ! Are these rascally strikers 
going to ruin our workmen ? " 

"There is every appearance of it. Cardez has not 
sufficient tact ; he is too straightforward in his talk. A 
fine man, in reality, but one who appears to act too 
tyrannically." 

" I will attend to the matter myself. To-morrow I will 
see the syndicate. And you — what are you doing ? Has 
your work been progressing ? " 

"Considerably. I have discovered the pale green and 
the golden yellow I have been looking for. You shall see 
my samples." 

" And the other affair ? " 

Lowering his voice, he asked in anxious tones — 

" The powders ? " 

"The formulae have been tested, and their success is 
assured." 

" Have you made any experiments ? " 

" Yes, Uncle GrafF, and they have been terrible in their 
simplicity. I set off, carrying a small piece of the commerce- 
explosive, in the direction of Bossicant ; I placed it all around 
the roots of a huge oak. After igniting it, the immense tree, 
without noise or smoke, lay there level with the ground, 
lying in the heather, as though cut down by a giant scythe." 

" No one saw you ? " 

"No one. The following morning the gamekeeper 
said, ' Ah, M. Marcel, what a loss we have had ! The old 
oak of the flat Mare was struck to the ground last night by 
the storm. It is strange how those old trees go ; but the 
wind is a famous wood-cutter ! ' In fact, it would be im- 
possible to form any idea of the destructive force of this 
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powder. I wished to test it once more, and this time in the 
breaking up of a rock. Going to the old stone quarry on 
the Sainte-Savine road I placed a squib in an excavation. 
There were three hundred yards of earth and sand-stone to 
explode. When night came I set fire to it, and withdrew. 
There would be no one passing in the neighbourhood till 
morning came ; accordingly I feared no accident. The 
detonation was extremely feeble, and I was only half a mile 
away. In fact, I scarcely heard it. The following morning 
I returned to judge of the result. It was terrible 1 The 
whole cube had been lifted, and a hole six yards deep had 
been dug out in the shape of a funneU With a sufficient 
charge I would wager that a mountain could be blown into 
the air ! See here, Uncle GraflF, if the Spaniards took it 
into their heads to destroy Gibraltar they would succeed 
with this powder. What a fine sight it would be, that huge 
mass, rocks, parapets, casemates, cannons, and all the rest, 
thundering down into the sea ! " 

" Have you drawn up your formulas ? " 

" No, not yet." 

" Well, draw them up, and give them to me. I will 
take them away with me to Paris, and deposit them at the 
Patents Office. The time is come to make use of them." 

" You shall have them to-morrow morning. Uncle 
GrafF. It is a mere trifle." 

" You see, your father and myself have for some time 
been putting into execution a plan, the consequences of 
which are far-reaching. Baradier, who has a fine intuition 
for business, has found out Lichtenbach's plans. The old 
rascal caused several shares in the explosives to be sold 
at a loss, and brought the stock down to nothing. We 
were wondering why the depreciation kept getting greater 
and greater, when chance afforded us the proof that it was 
Lichtenbach who was plotting to ruin the company, so as 
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to reconstitute it to his profit. He had seven or eight stock- 
brokers under his orders. One of them, however, com- 
mitted an indiscretion, which placed us immediately in 
possession of the secret. Then your father, equal to the 
emergency, did not hesitate, but bought up all Lichtenbach 
was selling, and after the fall had reached the limit, the rise 
began. At this moment we hold two hundred thousand 
shares in the explosives, bought at a very low price, and 
which to-morrow, in case the patent of the new powder is 
acquired by the company, will rise above par. It is a for- 
midable party stroke. If we succeed, the fortune of the 
femily is increased tenfold. We shall have directed against 
Lichtenbach the attack he wished to inflict on the Explosives 
shareholders. He will lose on what we gain, and this time 
I think we shall have finished with him." 

" Very well ! Uncle Graff, you shall have the formulae 
to-morrow, and you may do what you please with them." 

"It will be a fortune for Mademoiselle de Tr^mont, 
and one for ourselves into the bargain." 

" Ah ! Are you not rich enough ? " 

"Yes. But your father is ambitious. He wants the 
maximum in everything, and afl[irms that there is no reason 
why French fortunes should not be as great as those of the 
Americans." 

" Ah ! The Vanderbilts and the Astors ! What a 
weakness to think of such things 1 " 

" My young friend, you cannot understand this intoxi- 
cation of success whjch takes possession of the calmest and 
most level-headed of men. You know well enough that 
your father is very simple in his tastes, and spends less 
money than you do. But it is no longer a matter of 
pleasure ; it is a question of arithmetic." 

" Yes, I know. But it is precisely there that the harm 
lies. It would be far better if he were not so rich, and 

Q 
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spent more money. What weapons you place in the hands 
of these socialists, who are, at this very moment, causing us 
so much trouble ! How can you justify in their eyes such 
a piling-up of capital at the disposal of one individual whilst 
the generality of men toil and suffer from all kinds of 
privations ? You see. Uncle Graff, the sole excuse of 
wealthy men is that they spend a great deal, so as to throw 
their superabundant riches into general circulation. It would 
give me pleasure to see my father fling money out of the 
window, since he has so much. Those in the street would 
pick it up, and their momentary wretchedness would be 
relieved, at any rate. I should be glad if he would order 
statues of sculptors, and pictures of artists, and set rolling 
all the wealth now being piled up in the safes. How can 
you expect me to be interested in the shares of such and 
such a company ? What does this paper represent in my 
eyes, if not the labour of a whole crowd of workmen, who 
toil and sweat to produce dividends which will enrich the 
shareholders ? Uncle Graff, all this is neither moral nor 
just, nor even human ! And I believe that a prodigal son 
like myself is the just ransom, from a social point of view, 
of a treasure-hoarder like my father." 

"But consider, my little Marcel, your father's work 
enriches, and his wealth strengthens the country. It is the 
resources of the rich which keep up the vigour of a nation 
in time of national peril. Your father is a citizen useful by 
reason of his wealth, just as an inventor is by his genius, or 
a general by his talent for war. It is your father who will 
give the inventor funds to perfect his invention, and who 
will pay for the improved cannons and guns of the soldier. 
Every man has his function in life, as in society. And, I 
can assure you, your father is not one of the most des- 
picable." 

" Uncle Graff, I speak sentiment to you, and you reply 
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with political economy. It is impossible for us to come to 
an agreement. We are both right, only we are not speaking 
of the same thing." 

" Neither are we of the same generation. Ideas change 
several times in a single century, and one generation does 
not reason like the following. Your father and I have seen 
the war of 1870, invasion and ruin on every side, and we 
remember what a ransom we had to pay. That has made 
us parsimonious for the rest of our days. You came into 
the world only when prosperity had returned ; you have 
been brought up under the breath of Republican ideas. 
Your thoughts are quite different from ours ; you are an 
advocate for equality. We are nothing of the kind. My 
father inspired in me respect for caste. I have less con- 
sideration for a tradesman than for a mill-proprietor, more 
respect for a lawyer, a magistrate, or a notary, than for a 
painter or man of letters. It is my nature. I cannot 
change if I would. I am well aware that ideas are changing 
all round me, but I shall die impenitent. Your generation 
has no bump of veneration as ours had. You consider 
yourself on the same footing as an elderly man, famous and 
respected, and you treat him on the most familiar terms. 
That is something which would be impossible for me, any 
more than I should expect the foreman at the works to look 
upon me as his equal, and pat me familiarly on the shoulder. 
Possibly you and your companions may be right, but I don't 
think so. At any rate we shall see what your children will 
be like, if you have any, for even family life is another 
institution quite out of fashion now." 

" Well, uncle, you have a very effective way of dis- 
cussing, without giving yourself any pretensions ! Father 
would long ago have called me a fool, without offering the 
slightest argument. With you, it is different, and when I 
listen to you I am by no means sure that I am right. 
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Besides, you are so kind and tolerant, Uncle Graff, that I 
do not feel myself capable of resisting you for any length 
of time ! " 

" Ah, you little rogue ! Now you are flattering me ; 
you know how to^ make me do as you wish. At bottom 
you are a sly fox, and I believe you trick the lot of us ! " 

"Oh! Uncle Graff!" 

" Come now, you are not so nice as that for nothing," 
said the old bachelor, with a laugh. " What is it you want 
me to do for you now ? " 

" Nothing, upon my word, uncle. I am perfectly sincere 
in everything I have just said ! " 

"Then you are conducting yourself very well just 
now." 

Marcel raised his eyes, and said calmly — 

" How could I do anything else here ? " 

" Ah 1 Do you think you could not find an opportunity 
if you wanted ? I really believe that if you were thrown 
on to a desert island you would find means to fall in love 
and get into debt, even there ! " 

" But who would pay them if my Uncle Graff were not 
at hand ? " 

" You are jesting with me, you rascal ! " 

" No, I am quite serious. I never leave my laboratory 
except for a walk in the woods ; and I have not spent 
twenty-five francs since I came here." 

A violent clamour, coming from the direction of the 
town, cut short the conversation. A light shone in the 
sky. Songs, at the same time as a dull tramp of a marching 
band, were heard on the road. And the workmen's Mar- 
seillaise, shouted out by hundreds of voices, again broke 
the silence. On leaving the inn the workmen, accom- 
panied by their wives, were marching through the sleeping 
town, hurling out against the startled citizens threats of 
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revolt and violence. Marcel and his uncle GrafF, halting 
there in the garden, listened, and watched the shouting mob 
as it passed by, waving in the air torches made of pine 
branches. It was the smoke and flame hovering above a 
crowd which was hurling imprecations against the masters. 
Uncle GrafF pointed to the street, and said — 
"You hear what these people are saying. 'All the 
masters shall be strung up ! ' And yet there is not one of 
them who, were he ill or infirm, would not have the right 
to rely on us to mitigate his suffering. We have given them 
workmen's dwellings where they are lodged, schools where 
their children are educated, hospitals where they are treated 
with every attention when ill, and co-operative societies 
where they may buy everything at cheap rates. There is 
only the public-house we have been unwilling to give 
them, and it is there they go, to become filled with 
sentiments of hatred against us ! It is alcohol which is 
their master, and he is a pitiless tyrant who will give them 
no mercy ! " 

The end of the column had just passed. Whether it 
was that they had seen the two men in the garden, or they 
simply wished to fling to the winds their cries of rebellion 
and rancour, these latter, the most intoxicated and miserable 
of them all, screamed forth in a shrill chorus, " Down with 
the masters ! Down with exploiters ! " Then silence was 
restored by degrees. Uncle GrafF sadly shook his head, and 
said — 

" Come along, exploiter, let us turn in ! " 
And they made their way towards the house. 
The following morning Uncle GrafF was up early. He 
hunted up Cardez, to come to some arrangement with him ; 
Marcel made his way to the laboratory. He had promised 
the powder formulae, and he wished to draw it up at his 
leisure. As he entered he found Baudoin arranging the 
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chemical utensils. He admired the unwonted order reigning 
in the capharnaum. 

" Ah, that is better ! " said he ; " here is a room which 
has not been so clean for several weeks. The dust cannot 
know what it all means to be disturbed in this way. But 
you must take care, Baudoin, not to touch a single product. 
There are some very dangerous ones here." 

" Ah, sir, I know all about them ; I handled any 
quantity of products during my poor General's lifetime. I 
always obeyed the orders he gave me. And after what has 
taken place at Vanves, I am not likely to risk handling 
them." 

"You have been sleeping in the summer-house, 
Baudoin ? " 

" Yes, M. Marcel, I have arranged a bed very comfort- 
ably in the attic. Now, I am no longer uneasy. Still, so 
long as there are doubtful characters in the neighbourhood, 
I shall sleep with one eye open." 

" In my opinion, the people to whom you allude have 
intentions on the works rather than on the laboratory," 

" I cannot tell, M. Marcel. There are sufficient mixed 
characters in the company which has come here the last few 
days." 

"One would imagine you had discovered something 
extraordinary." 

Baudoin bent his head. He was afraid he had said too 
much, and recalled to mind LaforSt's prudent advice. 

" Oh ! I am not clever enough for that ; but I warn you, 
M. Marcel, to be on your guard. Have confidence in no 
one — in no one ! " 

He left the room, leaving Marcel astonished at his per- 
sistence. What was the meaning of this mysterious warning 
his servant kept giving him ? Did he know more than he 
meant to tell ? To whom did he allude when he said, ' In 
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no one.' The beautiful and charming silhouette of Madame 
Vignola sprang up in his imagination. Was it of her that 
he ought to be on his guard ? He pictured her again in her 
dreamy, careless attitude, promenading sorrowfully in the 
woods of Bossicant. What had he to fear from her ? What 
danger could she make him incur, except that of adoring her 
without obtaining a return of affection ? There, indeed, 
was a ~very grave and serious peril ! It was the most dread- 
ful he could imagine just then, and one against which he 
felt himself utterly helpless. To love, without obtaining 
love in return ! What would become of him if such a 
misfortune befel him ? He could not think of it without a 
kind of distraction, so long as the young woman was mistress 
of his heart and mind. For a few moments he walked up 
and down the laboratory with anxious mien, and only halted 
when he heard the door open. It was Uncle GrafiF. 

" You know we have to meet the syndicate of workmen 
this morning, at ten o'clock ? " 

" Yes ; I have not forgotten." 

" What is the matter with you ? You do not appear at 
your ease. Is there anything that troubles you ? " 

" Nothing whatever ; it is simply this distressing situa- 
tion that makes me anxious. Now that you have spoken to 
Cardez, uncle, what is it the workmen want ? " 

"Oh, several things ! In the first place, less work and 
more pay. Afterwards, themselves to nominate their own 
overseer. To have personal administration of the pension 
and assistance funds. To submit to no stoppage of wages 
for insurance against accidents. Mon Dim ! On all these 
points some understanding may be reached, and I am quite 
disposed to meet them half way. But there is on the point 
of being formulated a final demand which may render all 
conciliation impossible." 

"What is that!" 



232 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

" They will demand the dismissal of Cardez, who is 
accused by the workmen of being extremely severe in en- 
forcing the regulations." 

" Dismiss the director ? To-morrow they will want to 
send us away also." 

" Ah, my nephew, is not that the collectivist doctrine, 
pure and simple ? The works to the workers, the land to 
the tillers — that is to say, the dispossession of the master and 
the landlord. We are advancing in that direction." 

Marcel said coldly — 

"We cannot give way on these points. Abdicate all 
authority, be no longer master in one's own house ? At no 
price and under no pretext. Be kind to the workmen, 
certainly ! But be their dupe, never ! " 

" Come," said Uncle GrafF, with a smile, " do not get 
excited. You always go to extremes. Yesterday all fire 
and flame ; this morning full of reactionary energy. You 
must keep to the golden mean as I do. I still have hopes 
of seeing the triumph of reason and common sense. But I 
should like to obtain one thing from you." 

"What is that?" 

" That you go out for a stroll instead of being present 
at the meeting." 

" Ah 1 " exclaimed Marcel ; " that is not your own 
idea. Uncle GrafF. It is Cardez who has given you this 
hint." 

" Well 1 I confess you are right. He mistrusts your 
impetuosity, and is afraid you cannot keep perfect possession 
of yourself. He knows what your opinions are." 

"The fool ! Let him trouble himself with his own 
opinions ! After having alienated our workmen by useless 
reforms, how can he have the assurance to ask that the son 
of his master should not be present at a debate in which his 
own interests, both material and moral, are engaged ? And 
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he thinks I shall submit to this eviction ? Decidedly, he 
knows me very little ! " 

" But if I myself asked you not to come to the meeting !" 

" For what reason ? " 

Uncle GrafF hesitated a moment, but finally decided to 
speak. 

" I did not wish to tell you all my reasons. This morn- 
ing's debate may cause grave disorders. We have been 
informed that the workmen, who have been worked up to 
a high pitch, will admit of no refusal to their demands. In 
short, it is feared violent measures will be resorted to." 

" Very good ! The greater reason I should be there ! " 

"If I consent, think what responsibility I assume in 
your father's eyes I " 

" But what do you think I should do ? " 

" You would do well to take the next train for Paris." 

" And leave you to resist these madmen, all alone ? You 
have a fine opinion of me, indeed ! " 

" Come, now. Marcel, do not get angry. I am an old 
man, and command a certain amount of respect. It will be 
easy for me to keep out of a quarrel, but it will be no easy 
matter to keep an eye on you. To tell the truth, you would 
be greatly in the way. Here, you have no official standing ; 
you are simply an inventor, and there is a whole group of 
workmen who regard you with no kindly feelings on account 
of your investigations in dyeing. They pretend that it is 
your intention to take away their living by manufacturing 
with the machine what they now do by hand. I assure you, 
Marcel, I have good reasons for keeping you away, and, if 
you are reasonable, you will obey me." 

"Well, Uncle Graff, I am not reasonable. That you 
have long known ; on many occasions have I proved it, and 
I will prove it once again to-day. I don't care what 
people think. I will keep close to your side, without giving 
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you any cause for trouble. But I will be present, because it 
is both my duty and my right. Besides, if I did not come, 
some time after you would say to yourself, ' After all, he 
obeyed me very readily. My young nephew is bent on 
pleasure only, and is quite willing to keep out of the way 
when there is danger in the air.' " 

As the old man listened to his nephew the look of 
anxiety, by degrees, disappeared from his countenance. 
Doubtless he blamed him for his unwillingness to obey him, 
but approved of his showing himself at once determined, 
devoted, and affectionate. Oh yes, affectionate above all ! 
In the bachelor's tender heart Marcel's protests found a 
delightful echo. He felt himself loved by this nephew of 
his, whom he himself loved as though he were his own son, 
and all his discontent melted away in an exquisite sensation 
of happiness. Still, he would not confess to a satisfaction so 
little in accord with his expressed wishes. He gave himself 
an angry and displeased mien ; but a smile shone in his eyes 
as he murmured — 

" Very good ! I cannot force you. As you please ! If 
anything happens through you we shall know whose fault 
it is ! " 

" Uncle Graff, we will perish together ! " exclaimed the 
young man, gaily. " What more brilliant end could I hope 
for ! What a glorious item of news for the journals 1 " 

" That would be the last straw 1 " 

" What precautions are you going to take to prevent our 
being devoured by the popular lion ? " 

" None whatever ! I am convinced that a display of 
force would effect no useful end. Accordingly, I begged 
the authorities not to disturb themselves. They wished to 
send us out the dragoons ! Why not the artillery at once ? " 

" And who are the delegates to whom we shall have to 
reply?" 
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"There are eight of them. But it is the famous 
Balestrier who is at their head and acts as their mouth- 
piece." 

" He is a very intelligent fellow, only he reads too many 
books beyond his power of comprehension." 

" The rest are honest enough, but they have been incited 
to revolt by their companions at Troyes, and I am afraid I 
shall find them more violent than they are naturally disposed 
to be. They assume an attitude and play a rtle" 

" We will judge them by their actions." 

Pointing out to his uncle on the laboratory table a glass 
recipient of moderate size. Marcel said — 

" Look at this jar, Uncle GrafF. If I were to throw a 
lighted match into it, in a moment I could annihilate all 
these ill-advised strikers." 

" Then that is the famous powder ? " 

"Yes." 

"Show it me." 

Marcel took the jar, removed the stopper, and poured 
into his hand a few small brown shavings. An odour of 
camphor spread throughout the room. 

"It is the war powder in flakes, but I intend to manu- 
facture it in pastilles. Then it will resemble an ordinary 
button without holes. In flakes it is more convenient for 
charging large projectiles. In pastilles it will be better 
suited for cartridge sockets. Non-compressed it burns like 
German tinder, with a smell of disinfecting powder, and 
entirely without smoke. Would you like to see it ? " 

" No ! " said Uncle Graff, eagerly. " I do not care to 
see you handling such substances. One never knows ! 
They might explode without any one expecting it ! " 

" Impossible ! Besides, as this powder smells of camphor 
It might be placed with one's clothes during the summer to 
prevent the moths from spoiling them." 



236 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

He laughed aloud. Uncle GrafF, slightly reassured, 
forced him to place the bottle back on to the table. 

" And the commerce powder ? " 

" I have none manufactured. But the formula is already 
there in the drawer." 

"With this formula Tr6mont's discovery may be 
exploited ? " 

" Certainly, on condition one knows how to make use of 
it. But that is my secret, which I shall reveal only at the 
moment the exploitation commences. The different kinds 
of products employed, with their dosings, are specified." 

Opening a drawer he took out a sheet of paper, at the 
head of which were written the words : Powder Formula. 
No. I. Then followed lines of abbreviated words, with 
figures. 

" Leave it in this drawer ; I do not need it just now. 
You will give it me this evening, after the conference. 
Then I will write to your father and send on the paper to 
him." 

*' As you please," said Marcel. 

Placing back the paper he shut the drawer. Uncle 
Graff left the room saying — 

" I am going to see Cardez ; if you want me you will 
find me with him." 

Marcel, left all alone, walked up and down the laboratory, 
then drew near the open window, and looked out on to the 
river flowing beneath. A fisherman was sitting there in a 
boat, moored in the middle of the stream, engaged in throw- 
ing baked grain as bait into the water all around him. A 
large straw hat covered his head, whilst the wind blew out 
his grey smock-frock into the form of a balloon. He did not 
appear even to see Marcel, but filled his pipe with tobacco, 
lit it, and began to throw out his line, at the end of which 
was a ball gf worms as bait, After a few moments a bite 
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came, he struck adroitly, and landed a small silver-bellied fish 
in the boat. Marcel, interested, sat and watched from the 
window-ledge. After watching for a good quarter of an hour, 
the fisher, in his smock-frock, who, by the way, appeared to 
have the best of luck, the door of the laboratory opened, and 
Baudoin appeared. He seemed embarrassed, but came 
straight up to his master, and said, in tones of seeming 
regret — 

"Monsieur Marcel, there is some one at the porter's 
lodge who is asking for you." 

" Who is it ? " 

Baudoin said, with a wry grimace — 

" A kind of chambermaid." 

Marcel arose eagerly. He thought, " It is Milona, sent 
by Madame Vignola. Something has happened." In a trice 
he was out of the room. 

Baudoin followed him with ill-pleased look. 

" How he runs off to meet her ! Ah, that crafty 
woman holds him tight indeed ! And this servant, who 
looks like a gipsy ! This kind of company does not inspire 
confidence in one ! " 

Marcel, on reaching the porter's lodge, had found Milona 
there, as he had conjectured. Drawing her aside, he asked 
anxiously — 

" No harm has befallen Madame Vignola ? " 

" No ; I am with her all the time. But my mistress is 
uneasy for your sake. She heard cries and threats, and saw 
flashes of light through the darkness of the night. She well 
knows what these mad acts of folly committed by an angry 
mob mean, and would like to see you and have you explain 
the meaning of all this tumult." 

" May I go to her at once ? " 

"She is expecting you every minute." 

He gave a gesture expressive of the joy he felt. 
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" Then start back at once. We must not be seen cross- 
ing the plain together. In a few minutes I will follow you. 
Tell this to your mistress." 

Milona bowed with a kind of haughty deference. With 
a tender look at the young man she said — 

"Do not tarry; she is never happy except when you 
are there ! " 

Marcel stifled a cry of joy. 

" Oh, Milona ! What has she told you ? " 

" Nothing. But even had she taken me into her con- 
fidence I would not betray her. All the same, I see the 
difference between when she is alone and when you are 
with her. She is not the same at all. Come ! She was in 
tears all the morning." 

With a bow, she placed her fingers to her lips and 
withdrew. 

Marcel watched her take her departure. His heart beat 
wildly ; flashes of light seemed to pass before his eyes. He 
had forgotten everything — ^works, strikes, danger, Uncle 
GrafF, and his good resolutions. Now he thought of nothing 
but the radiant blonde awaiting him in that solitary villa, 
for which he set off' with all the ardour of youth and love. 



CHAPTER V 

In the dimly-lit salon Marcel and Madame Vignola were 
seated chatting near the window. It was ten o'clock. In 
the clear blue sky the sun shone brightly, and its warm 
rays breaking through the branches of the trees came with 
caressing gentleness to the lovers. Madame Vignola was 
saying in grave accents — 

"Even in this out-of-the-way little place, right in the 
midst of the forest and far away from the rush of town life, 
there is no perfect peace and calm." 

"You seem to have no luck. Never before have the 
inhabitants of Ars shown themselves so turbulent. Generally 
they are quite peaceable and harmless creatures. If they 
have any claims to make they do it with moderation 
and politeness, sure, in advance, of obtaining what they 
want. I do not know what madness has come over 
them!" 

Madame Vignola smiled. 

" Doubtless they have listened to bad counsel and advice. 
But that is of little importance. The main thing is that 
you are not exposed to the violence of these madmen. 
When I heard them last night shouting out their threats of 
death I trembled." 

"Then you do take a certain amount of interest in 
me?" 

" Can you ask me such a question ? " 
839 
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Passionately he seized hold of a dainty hand, which she 
made no attempt to withdraw. 

" Well, now, listen, Anetta. I cannot understand how 
I have been able to find any joy in life before I knew you. 
I seem to myself only to have been alive the last month." 

Graciously raising her hand with threatening gesture, 
she said — 

" Not another word ! I know you have been anything 
but perfect. Don't try to deceive me like all the others you 
have said you were in love with." 

" Oh ! I have never been in love before. That I 
understand well enough now ! " 

"Marcel, for pity's sake, be quite frank with me. I 
have gone through such sufFering hitherto, but that was 
because my heart was untouched. I am afraid of suffering 
now, as I shall love " 

" No, have confidence in me. I will make you forget 
all your past sorrow. You are so young, and the fliture 
may yet be so bright for you. I want you all to myself. 
Once your mourning over you will again become mistress of 
your own destiny, and if you will authorize me to speak to 
your brother " 

The young woman gave a gesture of fright. 

"To Cesare ? Do nothing of the kind. You do not 
know him ! In a moment he would become your most 
bitter enemy ! " 

"Why so?" 

" Ah ! It is sad to think of, and even sadder to mention. 
Cesare is without fortune, and I have been left a wealthy 
widow by M. Vignola. Were I to leave my brother, and 
cease to be free, he would be absolutely without resource. 
How could I induce him to accept a modest station in life ? 
He is already unhappy, indeed, at not being able to do 
honour to his birth, for we are descended from a princely 
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family. The Briviescas formerly reigned in Padua. An 
Agostini was ruler of Parma, But ruin came, and Count 
Cesare receives only the pay of a captain of cavalry. A 
sorry position for a man of his disposition ! Accordingly, 
ever since I have been a widovir he has undertaken the 
direction of my property. He finds it to his advantage, I 
believe, and I am well pleased that it is so. For he is very 
kind, and I am fond of him." 

" In that case give him what belongs to you. Have I 
any need of your fortune ? I only want yourself ! Leave 
Count Cesare all your possessions. I, too, shall be rich, and 
if I wished I could restore to you to-morrow more than all 
you would have sacrificed in becoming mine." 

She seemed astonished. A light shone in her beautiful 
eyes as she said — 

" Tell me how ? " 

No suspicion came across his mind. He saw nothing 
but that exquisite mouth and those gentle eyes which 
questioned him so eloquently. 

" I am in possession of a commercial secret calculated to 
bring about a complete revolution in the economic conditions 
of work in mines. The assured profit will not belong to 
me entirely, but I shall have my share of it. That sole 
share alone will be immense. They can do nothing without 
me, for I alone know the secret of the process of manu- 
facturing the powder. A company will be formed to exploit 
the patents of this discovery. All this means fortune — you 
hear, Anetta ? — an immediate and enormous fortune." 

" Oh ! continue ! Tell me all, my dear friend." 

" You are the first to whom I have said so much. But, 
then, can I conceal anything from you ? Were you to ask 
me for my very honour I would sacrifice it for your sake. 
Besides, what have I to fear from one so kind and disin- 
terested ? Yes, I am the possessor of a glorious and 

R. 
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powerful secret. The glory of the discovery will belong to the 
inventor, and I shall be happy to have helped in making him 
world-famed. To those who have organized and rendered 
his work practicable will belong an incalculable financial 
power." 

Madame Vignola interrupted Marcel. 

" But suppose you were to disappear — suppose some mis- 
fortune happened you ; in these noisy street quarrels of the 
strikers you might be struck to the ground. Then what 
would become of this invention of yours ? Probably you 
have given no more thought to the protection of your secret 
than you have to that of your life." 

As she spoke she pressed him to her heart, a look of 
anguish overshadowing her face. Her looks seemed to burn 
into Marcel's brain as she gently passed her hand over his 
brow. 

" No ! " he said. " Do not deceive yourself, I took 
the precaution this very morning to write out the formulae 
of this wonderful invention." 

" You have it on your person ? " she asked in terrified 
accents. 

" No, do not be anxious, dearest ; I left it in my labora- 
tory. It cannot be destroyed now. My Uncle GrafF would 
take it from the drawer of my desk in case anything were to 
befall me. But I love you, and nothing can possibly happen 
to me. I must succeed and triumph if you love me ! " 

With a gesture expressive of infinite content, she 
said — 

" Can you doubt it, after what I have said ? How 
could I help loving one so fervent and capricious as you are ? 
It is this youthful folly of yours which pleased me from the 
beginning. You are so different from those with whom I 
have hitherto lived. My early life was passed with my old 
parents, who were very strict and severe with me, in a cold 
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and gloomy house in Milan, Then my husband, though so 
kind and anxious to please me, could not bring his cold and 
reasoning habits into harmony with my youth and inex- 
perience. Sorrow and ennui were my daily portion. It 
seems that I have only awakened to life from this very day, 
as though I had all my life been like the sleeping princess in 
the fairy tale. You have appeared before me, and now my 
eyes open to the light of day, my ears listen to your tender, 
loving words, and with inexpressible delight I awake to a 
new birth of happiness." 

The most accomplished actress could not have more 
artfully uttered such ravishing words as these which fell 
from the lips of the beautiful temptress. Turning aside her 
face, as though to conceal her blushes, her lithe form seemed 
to quiver with delight. He, maddened by this confession, 
and burning with the passion this redoubtable enchantress 
knew so well how to inspire, dropped his fevered head on 
Anetta's shoulder. His reason seemed to leave him as he 
murmured — 

" I adore you ! " 

At this moment she turned her head to look at him, 
perhaps to reply. Their lips met, and united in a burning 
kiss. Suddenly, above the green expanse of forest, in the 
midst of the calm in which the peaceful house was wrapped, 
rose a shout which grew louder and louder, whilst the clang 
of an alarm-bell could be distinctly heard. Anetta ex- 
claimed — 

« What is that ? " 

Marcel listened attentively. 

"It sounds like shouts and cries for help coming from 
the direction of Ars." 

He rushed towards the window, and, already trembling 
with secret anguish, exclaimed — 

" It is the alarm-bell ! Perhaps the works are on fire ! 
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Mon Dieu ! What can be the matter ? You are well 
aware to what risks we were exposed at Ars, and I am afraid 
that matters have taken a turn for the worse in my absence." 

Madame Vignola opened the door, and called — 

"Milo." 

The servant appeared. Without waiting to be questioned, 
she said — 

" There is something wrong at Ars, madame. Bells are 
ringing, and a black cloud of smoke is rising above the trees. 
It might be possible to see from the roof." 

" I will mount at once 1 " exclaimed Marcel. 

" I will follow you. Go with him," she said to 
Milona. 

But instead of keeping her word the young woman 
entered the small office where she was in the habit of writ- 
ing her letters, took up a sheet of paper, and traced a few 
rapid lines. Steps could already be heard on the staircase. 
Marcel, pale and agitated, appeared before her. 

" The fire must have caught the works. Oh, Anetta, I 
have forgotten everything by your side ! Good-bye, I must 
rush off at once." 

" Marcel, do not forget that you are mine." 

With a look of fright she pressed him in her arms, and 
held him back. 

" Darling, I must go. What would they think of me ■ 
I will return to-night. Let me go now." 

" Very well. But Milona will follow you, and bring 
me back the news. Promise me you will be very careful." 

A final kiss, and he was already in the garden. Anetta 
turned to the servant and handed to her the note she had 
just written. 

" Run to Ars. On the river, in a boat, you will see 
Hans, dressed like a peasant. Give him this paper, and 
return at once. Go, Milo ! This time we shall succeed." 
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" And the young man, madame — what will you do with 
him ? " 

A look of anxiety came over her brow. 

" I cannot tell yet, Milo. I believe I love him." 

The servant smiled faintly as she said — 

« Poor fellow ! What a pity ! " 

And, without another word, she disappeared. 

Marcel was running towards the works. At the first 
turn of the road the whole town lay before his eyes. From 
the Supply Stores a lofty column of black smoke mounted to- 
wards the sky, and flames were beginning to break througli 
the roof. 

" Ah, the wretches ! " exclaimed the young man. 
"They have set the place on fire! And Uncle GrafF? 
Mon Dieu ! if only he is safe and sound ! " 

Young and vigorous, spurred on by fear and anger, he 
ran along faster than ever. A mass of onlookers was standing 
in the street, kept in check by the police. Marcel rushed 
through them like a bullet and entered the yard, perspiring 
and out of breath. Workmen were manipulating the fire- 
engine belonging to the works. On seeing their master's 
son arrive they exclaimed eagerly — 

" Ah, M. Marcel ! You have come at last ! " 

" How did the fire happen ? " exclaimed the young man 
panting for breath. 

No one replied. They were two hundred ; he was 
alone. All the same he exclaimed, in angry tones — 

" So it is you, rascals, you who have set fire to the works 
which afiForded you your only means of livelihood ? " 

They protested noisily. 

" No, M. Marcel, we did not do it ! We set forth our 
demands, but we did not enforce them by such villainous 
means. There are strangers about. We had nothing to do 
with it." 
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" Where is my uncle Graff? " 

Terror-stricken, a foreman advanced — 

" Ah, M. Marcel, we could not prevent him entering." 

" Entering where ? " 

" Into the managing department, with M. Cardez and 
your servant. They wanted to find the account books, 
etc." 

" But the managing department is on fire ! " shrieked 
the young man, in despair. " If you could not prevent them 
going, you might at least have accompanied them." 

A crash was now heard coming from the burning build- 
ing. Millions of sparks shot forth into the air, and a black 
dust filled the sky. It was the roof of the stores, which had 
fallen in. 

" How can we reach them now ? " said the overseer, 
anxiously. " They are caught between the weaving 
department and the stores. The fire is all over the place 
now." 

" By the roof." 

The workman shook his head discouragingly. 

" Who will dare to go ? " 

"I will!" 

" But it means death ! " 

" Well, I will risk it with them ! " 

"We will not let you go. What would your father 
say ? " 

" What would he say if I did not go ? " 

Scarcely knowing what he was doing. Marcel seized hold 
of a hatchet, and rushed into the works. A violent biting 
sensation of heat seized him by the throat, but he did not 
halt. He mounted the staircase leading to the door of the 
book-keeping department. Here he was forced to stop. 
Before him was a wall of flames. Climbing higher, he came 
out on the roof, ran along a drain-pipe, entered the loft, 
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which was filled with smoke, and, almost suffocated, reached 
that part of the building which lay above the offices. The 
fire had not reached them. He halted. If Cardez and 
Uncle Graffs were in the book-keeping compartment they 
were surrounded on every side by the fire. Accordingly, 
they could only effect an escape either from above or bfilow. 
Without the slightest hesitation he began to cut away at the 
floor. Suddenly he heard his name called from the roof. 
Without stopping he shouted back — 

" This way ! In the loft ! " 

It was the overseer and three of the workmen, who had 
followed with picks and levers. They set to work. Marcel, 
with his hatchet, seemed possessed of the strength of ten 
men ; the beams appeared to fall away like reeds before the 
blows he dealt. Bricks and plaster were flying in all direc- 
tions. At last a hole was made in the^ floor, and Marcel, 
lying flat on the ground, shouted with all his might — 

" Uncle Graffj Cardez, Baudoin — are you there ? " 

A stifled voice replied — 

" Ah ! This is you. Marcel. Yes, we are here. Be 
quick ; we are almost exhausted. The smoke is suffocating 
us. We cannot open the window on account of the flames." 

" Take care of yourselves I " 

Seizing the lever he gave a powerful lift, which con- 
siderably enlarged the hole. Then he saw the smoke rise as 
though by an escape-flue. There appeared in full view the 
three men, who had not let go their books and registers, 
stolidly awaiting deliverance or death. It was deliverance 
that came. A rope was lowered down the hole. 

" Baudoin, fasten my uncle firmly under the arms with 
this rope. Are you ready ? " 

«'Yes." 

" Pull away, my men ! " 

The rope, hoisted by impatient arms, was drawn up, and 
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Uncle GraflF, black with dirt and smoke, trembling, and 
scarcely able to breathe, though perfectly happy, was pressed 
in Marcel's arms, whilst tears flowed down their cheeks, 
though not a word was uttered. Cardez and Baudoin were 
hoisted up in the same way. 

" By the way," said Marcel, " is there anything else you 
want from the ofEce ? I will go down, if you like." 

" No ! " exclaimed Uncle Graff, finding his voice ; 
" we have all the books we want. That is sufficient ! 
The place is insured, so there is nothing more to do." 

"Then we must beat a retreat at once," exclaimed 
Marcel. " The smoke is getting denser here." 

Marcel, helping along his uncle, made his way to the 
drain-pipe. From the yard they were seen returning safe 
and sound. An immense shout arose, almost deafening the 
roar of the flames. They reached the works, where the fire- 
men had already taken up their positions with the object of 
preserving the buildings still intact. Once in the yard 
Uncle Graff sank down on a bale of wool, turned pale, 
and almost fainted. He had come to the end of his 
strength. 

" A glass of water I " exclaimed Marcel. 

In a moment a decanter was in his hand. No matter 
what he had asked for, his demand would have been immedi- 
ately obeyed. Full of respect before courage and devotion, 
the mob regarded him with indulgent and reverent tender- 
ness. The very men who had cried out only the night 
before, " Down with the masters 1 " were ready to shout out. 
Hurrah for M. Marcel 1 The reason was that he had just 
performed a feat none of them had had courage to attempt, 
and in their inmost souls they were conscious that he was 
braver and better than themselves, and, accordingly, thby felt 
nothing but admiration for him, 

" Cardez, take these registers and the money home," 
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said Marcel. " We will go to my home, Uncle GrafF. You 
must try to regain your strength completely." 

" No ! I feel better already. I can breathe more freely. 
Ah, Marcel, you came just in time. Another quarter of an 
hour and you would have found us all dead." 

" I was miserable at the thought that I was not with you 
all the time." 

" Had you been with us everything would have been 
lost ! We were dying. Your absence was quite pro- 
vidential ! But for that, all would have been over with 
us!" 

" But how did it all happen ? " 

" We cannot understand anything yet ! For an hour we 
had been discussing with the delegates, and I must say the 
peaceful settlement of the strike seemed very doubtful, when 
we were suddenly interrupted by shouts of ' Fire ! Fire ! ' 
The workmen assembled in the yard awaiting the delegates 
had just seen a dense cloud of smoke issue from the stores. 
To tell the truth, they were ill-disposed towards us. When 
we crossed the yard on the way to the office they received 
us with a hostile silence. Not ahead was uncovered. Verit- 
able enemies on our own ground ! In a moment the fire 
effected a complete change. They became like madmen 
when they saw the works burning. At bottom these work- 
men are not evil-disposed, for they rushed forth from every 
direction, shouting out, ' To the pumps ! ' When they saw 
me appear with Cardez they shouted : ' M. Graff, this is not 
our work ! ' A moment after one of the strangers, who has 
been here only a week, a native of Luxembourg, named 
Verstraet, being caught prowling about the works, they half 
killed him, accusing him of being the incendiary. We were 
obliged to tear him from their hands." 

Marcel listened with gloomy interest to this recital. He 
associated the fire with the strange fears, manifested on 
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diiFerent occasions by Baudoin, respecting the safety of the 
laboratory. He heard the servant say, "Just now, there are 
men here whose appearance is anything but prepossessing." 
The workmen also spoke vaguely about strangers. Every- 
thing was wrapped in mystery. Instinctively, Marcel felt 
himself enveloped in a network of threats and hatred. Was 
it still this secret of the General de Tr6mont, which brought 
disaster on all those who possessed it ? Looking round for 
Baudoin, he found that he had disappeared. The fire was 
raging less fiercely, for the torrents of water poured on the 
stores had extinguished the bales of wool. The works them- 
selves did not seem to have suiFered to any considerable 
extent ; the loss was only partial. The captain of the Ars 
fire brigade, a plumber by trade, came out from the rest and 
stood there, hot and panting, with cap in hand, before M. 
Grafi^and Cardez. 

" Well, gentlemen, we shall come out of this affair better 
than we might have expected. At present, more than two- 
thirds of the works are safe. We may take our breath a little. 
It has been warm work, indeed, the last hour ! " 

"Yes. But for M. Marcel," said Cardez, "we should 
not be speaking to you at this moment, M. Prevost." 

"That was a very noble act of his," said the captain. 
" Ah ! neither my men nor myself had thought of doing as 
he did. There was courage enough in us, but we should 
not have thought of piercing a hole in the roof. He did not 
lose his head ; and that was the main thing." 

Just at that moment, a voice quivering with anguish, was 
heard, and Marcel, pale and excited, came rushing from the 
laboratory, exclaiming — 

" Uncle Graff. Come here, quick ! " 

" What is the matter ? " asked Cardez. 

" Stay here ! My uncle only ! " said the young man. 

Monsieur Graff immediately went up to his nephew. 
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Baudoin was already on the threshold guarding the 
entrance. 

" Coihe in ! Mon Dieu ! Come in ! " said Marcel, 
pushing the old man before him. " Baudoin, shut the door 
and place the key inside." 

" What is the matter now ? " exclaimed the old man. 

« Look ! " 

Standing there on the threshold of the capharnaum, the 
three men looked around in bewildered astonishment. All 
the signs of a desperate fight had thrown the room into the 
utmost disorder. A curtain, half torn from the window still 
open on the river, was hanging from its broken pole. Jars, 
retorts, and alembics of every description crushed to pieces 
lay scattered about the floor. On the table was a large 
clot of blood, still wet, as though some one had there met 
his death. The paper everywhere was splashed over with 
large red spots, and the drawer of the table lay wide open 
before their eyes. 

" What has taken place here ? " asked Uncle GrafF, in 
low tones. 

" Look in the drawer, Uncle GrafF," said Marcel. " Try 
to find the formula I placed there before your eyes." 

"Well!" 

" It is there no longer ! It has been stolen ! Look for 
the flagon containing the war powder, which was on the 
table. Disappeared !" 

" Stolen ? By whom ? " 

" Perhaps by the same person who set fire to the works ? 
Whose blood is that on the floor ? Uncle Graff, we have 
brought about our heads a terrible stream of enemies. 
Think of what has happened concerning the inventions of 
M. de Tr^mont. There has been a whole band of rascals 
at work for months, bent on stealing these secrets at what- 
ever cost, and in face of the greatest difficulties ! My father 
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guessed this, for it was with the utmost trouble that I suc- 
ceeded in obtaining his permission to continue this discovery. 
Baudoin knew it, for he asked my permission to keep watch 
in the laboratory. It was the excitement caused by the fire 
which forced him to quit his post ; doubtless, had he stayed 
here, he, too, would have lost his life. But whose blood is 
this that has been shed ? " 

" Come, my child, do calm yourself," said the old man, 
alarmed at the increasing agitation of his nephew. " Speak, 
Baudoin, tell us all you know." 

" Monsieur Gra£F, I know who has fallen here, and I 
know, too, whose hand struck the blow. The victim is a 
man devoted to our cause, who, from the very first, had 
scented the culprits. He could not help the robbery being 
committed, and, had he not been killed, he would certainly 
have arrested the thief." 

" And who is the man who struck him ? " 

" Ah ! This is by no means the first attempt. He is a 
determined villain ; all the troubles in the district have been 
caused by this man. It is he who started the conflagration. 
He who stabbed General de Tr^mont, It is the man of 
Vanves. In a word, it is Hans ! " 

" How do you know this ? " 

" Because I have seen him. LaforSt, whom I had sent 
for to keep a watch on these people whom I suspected, and 
who has doubtless paid with his life for his zeal and devotion, 
followed him last night, and we both spent part of the night 
in tracking his movements. We were present at his con- 
ferences with the leaders of the strike at the Soleil d'Or. 
We heard him give his orders to his acolytes. It is he our 
unhappy workmen obeyed, without knowing it, seduced as 
they were by the rabid language of the leaders. This is the 
villain who, secretly, and from a distance, directed the riot, 
and set fire to the works ! " 
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" But how could he know that the written formula was 
in the table of the laboratory ? Why did he come here ? " 

" He came here because I ran off to the fire and left my 
post. He has, somehow or other, received precise informa- 
tion." 

Baudoin stopped. He gave his young master a look of 
anguish. 

" Ah, Monsieur Marcel, must I speak ? Will you pardon 
me?" 

Marcel turned pale. All the same he said, in firm 
tones — 

" Speak. I insist upon it." 

"Well, then, this man, for the past week, has been 
living at the Villa de la Cav6e." 

" Impossible ! " exclaimed Marcel. " Hans ! This 
villain ? " 

" Monsieur Marcel," resumed Baudoin, bravely, but with 
infinite sadness, " I have seen him there myself. LaforSt 
has been watching him for a whole week. He lived in the 
attic, and only went out at nights." 

" And I never suspected anything ! " exclaimed the 
young man, in stupefied grief. " Then who is this woman 
who has been there the last six weeks ? What is this 
atrocious farce she has been playing with me ? " 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Uncle Graff. " A woman ! Another 
woman ? Incorrigible child ! " 

Marcel, seated by the table on a stool, his head in his 
hands, was endeavouring to collect his ideas. He was falling 
from a pure heaven of delight in which he had been living 
into the degradation of blood and crime. 

" Come, it is impossible ! " he continued, with trembling 
voice. " Why should she have deceived me so atrociously ? 
Was there any need to make me so madly in love with her ? 
No, I cannot believe her guilty ; she never lied once to me. 
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Her very looks were frank and true. No, no ! You are 
mistaken ; you are heaping calumny on her ! Even though 
the man be a villain, she, at least, is no accomplice of his. 
She is his victim, as we all are. If they tried to harm me, 
she had not the strength or the authority to resist. And if 
she knows what has happened, she is lamenting it all, as we 
are, this very moment." 

His desperate protests were stifled by sobs, and, leaning 
his head on the blood-stained table, he wept bitterly. His 
uncle respected his grief, and, taking Baudoin to the window, 
he said to him, in subdued tones — 

" In your opinion, who has been in the laboratory after 
you left it ? " 

" Lafor^t, who was keeping watch over our man, must 
have followed him to this very spot. During the tumult 
caused by the fire Hans entered the yard of the works, and 
went right to the summer-house. LaforSt must have sur- 
prised him whilst he was examining the drawer. A terrible 
struggle must then have taken place between Hans, who is 
a giant in form, and Lafordt, who is very muscular. Hans 
doubtless made use of some arm or other to rid him of his 
adversary. LaforSt, killed outright, or stunned, fell on the 
table, thereupon Hans seized him and dragged him to the 
window. He became entangled with the curtain, which 
has been torn away ; the weight must have been a heavy 
one, for the pole is broken." 

" And afterwards ? " asked M. GrafF, anxiously. 

" Afterwards Hans flung the ill-fated LaforSt out of the 
window. The current has carried him ofF. Probably he 
will be picked up in the sluice of the mill of Sainte- 
Savine." 

"And the woman, Baudoin ? " whispered the old man. 

"Ah, Monsieur GrafF, I do not know if she is the 
woman of Vanves or not. Both the scent she uses and her 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 255 

voice are diflEerent. But a voice may be modified, and a 
perfume changed. What remains unchanging is villainous 
skill and seductive charm. This one has all that is needed 
to madden a man — beauty, distinction, grace. Look at M. 
Marcel there, in tears. It is neither crime nor theft that 
has brought him into that state. It is the grief caused by 
suspecting the one he adores, and the fear that he may now 
be under the obligation of hating her." 
" ■ " Poor fellowr ! He, at least, did not deserve to suffer. 
He has been very brave. But for him, Baudoin, we should 
not now be in the land of the living." 

" True ; and but for this wretched woman all this 
trouble would have been avoided. She well knows what 
she has done, and with whom she has had to deal. It is not 
you she would have undertaken to corrupt. She would have 
known beforehand that your calm and tranquil reason would 
have guarded you from her attacks. But with the General 
and M. Marcel it was different. Oh, M. Graff, she has 
made no mistake ! Had she had either the necessary time 
or desire both the old and the young man would have given 
up their secret of their own accord." 

Uncle Graff, astonished at such clear-sightedness, looked 
at Baudoin with considerable interest. 

" Ah, sir, you are astonished at hearing me speak in this 
way. But what I have said is not an invention. My 
General, on those days when he was master of himself, spoke 
to me in similar terms. He accused and blamed himself, 
well knowing how weak he was." 

" And his weakness brought him to his death. Let us 
consider ourselves fortunate that Marcel has not been treated 
so harshly. The poor fellow suffers ; he is unhappy. But, 
then, he is only twenty-five years of age, and in one's youth 
no sorrow lasts long. But if these rascals had killed him ? 
Ah, his father seemed to guess the danger he ran ! He 
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imagined his son would be safer at Ars, in the midst of the 
workmen, but you see how mistaken he has been." 

" Ah ! But, after all, this woman knew how to track 
him. And in this quiet spot her power was more manifest 
than ever." 

" What will she do now ? " 

" Disappear with her acolytes." 

" Are there many of them ? " 

" There is a pretended brother, a handsome, dark-com- 
plexioned young fellow ; the servant, who called this morn- 
ing for M. Marcel ; and then Hans, without counting those 
we know nothing about. A whole band, you may be certain. 
Sir, not a single act of rascality or treachery happens in the 
country without those rascals having a hand in it. Lafordt 
told me so himself : ' France is exploited by foreigners. The 
Government will do for strangers what they will not do for 
Frenchmen. If only an individual offers himself, speaking 
with a foreign accent, and wearing a many-coloured decora- 
tion, all kinds of privileges are showered upon him.' We are 
a set of ninnies and simpletons, M. Graff, though we imagine 
ourselves very clever." 

Marcel drew near. During the past few minutes his 
face seemed to have become quite furrowed. 

" Uncle Graff," he said, " the present is not the time for 
lamenting. We must act at once. Perhaps we may still 
come across the bold scoundrel who has been here. We 
must give a description of him to the police. For myself, I 
shall go to the villa and find out the whole truth." 

" We know very little, Marcel, about the people with 
whom we have to deal if we can think they have lost a 
single second in escaping." 

" How can they imagine they are even suspected ? " 

" The coup is effected ; all they need do now will be to 
clear off!" 
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Marcel gave a gesture of protest. 

" Yes," continued the old man, gently, " You are 
asking why she could have gone ? How could she have 
taken her departure without seeing me again ? My poor 
child, you are still under the effect of the delusion practised 
on you ! You cannot yet understand that all the tenderness 
she lavished on you was calculated, interested in its nature, 
that, in short, you were only a victim. And you still expect 
her to be waiting for you. Well ! we will all go and see, 
my child. Then we shall know the value of the promises 
by which you have allowed yourself to be deceived. Mean- 
while we must inform the authorities. Take my advice, 
and say nothing about the powders. We must speak of the 
murder only. Our man will be caught just as easily, if he 
is to be caught at all, which I very much doubt. We will 
keep our secret in the background. Ah ! We have to deal 
with enemies stronger than ourselves 1 Do not reproach 
yourself in any way. Everything was too well arranged. 
In one way or another, you were bound to succumb. 
Luckily, your life is out of danger." 

" Thanks, Uncle Grafi^, you do your best to console me. 
But I shall never forgive myself, in case you are right. 
Come along." 

They descended into the yard. The fire had been 
extinguished, and the pumps were now silent, with the 
exception of the one belonging to the works, which was 
still dashing water on the ruins. On their approach, the 
crowd of workmen stood there in respectful silence, all 
heads uncovered. This misfortune had kindled renewed 
sympathy with their masters, and their devotion enjoined 
an attitude of respect. Cardez came forward, and said — 

" Monsieur GrafF, the workmen want you to speak to 
them. They do not wish to remain suspected." 

GrafF advanced, and said in grave accents — 

S 
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" My friends, I know you too well to accuse you of the 
crime which has been committed here. I am well aware 
that you are hot-headed, but you are very honest all the 
same. Besides, what would have been the use of such 
wilful destruction, if not to throw you on to the streets and 
cause you to die of hunger ? The very moment the fire 
broke out, your delegates and ourselves were on the point 
of coming to a mutual understanding. After the good will 
you have just given proof of, in uniting to save the works, 
I can only admit of one solution, the one most favourable 
to you. Accordingly, I grant you your demands." 

An immense cheer of mingled joy and gratitude burst 
from five hundred throats. Caps were waved high in 
the air. GrafF raised his hand ; silence was instantly 
restored. 

; " I beg you to remember that it is to the manager quite 
as much as to myself that you owed this result. If he is 
severe in point of discipline, it is because he feels it to be 
necessary in the interest of the work. But no one is a 
stauncher upholder of your interests than your excellent 
director." 

« Hurrah for M. Cardez ! " 

Uncle GrafF smiled. 

" Come, come ! You are like overgrown children 1 
Yesterday you wanted to hang him. And myself into 
the bargain ! To-day you receive him with shouts of joy. 
And it is at this moment that you are more just and reason- 
able. Remember what has taken place. And next time 
you have any demands to make, do not begin by threats of 
murder. Now, go home, all of you, and to-morrow morn- 
ing, at the usual hour, we shall expect you back at 
work ! " 

The crowd melted away in respectful silence. With 
its usual fickleness it now showered blessings on those it 
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had formerly cursed. Obeying its instincts, which are 
always generous and kind when left to develop freely, it 
congratulated itself on the happy ending of a day which 
might have been so tragic, and now withdrew, delighted 
at the prospect of resuming the labour it had contemptibly 
looked upon as utter slavery. 



PART III 
CHAPTER I 

Whilst Milona was running in the direction of Ars, her 
mistress returned quietly to the salon. Flinging herself on 
the sofa, she abandoned herself to a delightful reverie. 
What a difference she found between Cesare Agostini and 
Marcel ! A feeling of nausea came over her when she 
compared them with one another. The complaisant and 
needy lover, who always knew when to close his eyes, 
when some mysterious interests of his were at stake, and 
this tender, sincere lover, who thought of nothing but 
her happiness, and sacrificed for that his own. 

She remembered Hans' sarcastic remarks, "Take care 
you are not caught in your own net, and fall in love with 
this young man." Had he then read her inmost thoughts, 
this dread accomplice of hers, who trampled humanity 
under foot, and who had no more respect for joy and 
happiness than the hail has for the harvest ? Suppose it 
were so ? Had she not the right to do as she wished ? 
Was she a slave, linked to obscure and threatening adven- 
turers engaged in some formidable though tremendous task ? 
Or was there equality for both them and herself, in danger, 
success, and pleasure alike ? Who could compel her to do 
what was displeasing to her — above all, who would dare to 
attempt it ? She knew she was as dangerous as any of them, 
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and they, too, were well aware how powerful and audacious 
she was. If it were necessary to try conclusions with them, 
they would 'see who would come out the winner. 

She smiled, and her face shone with the light of a glorious 
graciousness. In that young woman, with those delicate, 
refined features, who would have discovered the bold, 
sarcastic Sophia Grodsko ? What would Lichtenbach 
have said, had he seen her, and what would all those have 
thought who had known her, so faithless and vice-stained, 
fatal to all who had loved her, and whom she had led on 
to ruin, dishonour, or death ? A young man, the least 
remarkable of all she had hitherto met, in all probability, had 
obtained the triumph of making her uneasy and anxious at 
the thought of what might become of him. Following 
him in imagination, on his way back to the town, she 
wondered if it would not have been better to have kept 
him by her side, instead of allowing him to rush off to the 
burning works, and especially towards the spot where Hans 
was watching — Hans, more to be dreaded than all the 
other scourges combined. 

She rose, and, already repenting of having shown such a 
lack of decision, she was deliberating whether or not she 
ought, herself, to go to Ars, and find out what was taking 
place there. Prudence checked the impulse. All the same, 
she mounted to the second floor of the villa, on to a balcony 
from which a view of the valley could be obtained beyond 
the trees. There she quickly saw that the danger, if there 
had been any, had lessened. The smoke was disappearing, 
not a single flame was to be seen, and the hubbub from the 
town had calmed down, whilst even the church bell had 
ceased ringing. She was about to descend, when she saw 
Milona open the garden gate. The servant was coming 
along the alley with rapid and uneasy steps. Sophia had a 
presentiment that she was the bearer of bad news, and gave 
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a sharp, low whistle, Milo mounted the steps all out of 
breath, and came straight to her mistress — 

" I have performed your commission," she said. " I 
found Hans. He read your note, and placed it back in my 
hands. Here it is." 

" Good. That is not all. What is the matter ? " 

" Agostini is close behind me. He has just landed 
at Ars." 

Sophia frowned. A slight blush mounted to her cheeks. 
Taking a match, she lit it, and set fire to the paper Milona 
had handed to her. Thoughtfully, she watched the ashes 
fly away in the wind. Then she asked — 

" How is he coming here ? " 

"In a cab. Listen, you may hear the horse's hoofs 
already." 

The cab stopped in front of the door, and Cesare des- 
cended. The cabman waited. Sophia slowly descended 
the staircase, and found herself in the hall, to receive the 
handsome Italian. He advanced with shining eyes and 
eager gait. Carelessly, and with an air of indiiFerence, she 
held out her hand. 

" Well, well 1 my dear," said he. " Is this the way 
you receive me after a fortnight's absence ? " 

" Silence 1 " she said firmly ; " this is no time for 
nonsense. Hans at this very moment is doubtless risking 
his life to obtain possession of the powders." 

" Have you then succeeded with our young victim ? " 

"You may see for yourself. There will be more to 
learn later on." 

" Diavolo I " 

Rushing from the room, he exclaimed — 

" Milo, tell the cabman to wait." 

He returned — 

" Who knows if we shall not need him shortly ? As I 
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passed by I saw the town was in the greatest commotion 
imaginable, and that the works were on fire. Is this 
accident an invention of yours ? " 

" I believe Hans arranged the whole affair." 

" Gay disposition, Hans ! He is fond of an attractive 
mise en scene. But I should be glad to have a little lunch ; 
I left Paris quite hurriedly," 

" Milona will serve you." 

They passed into the dining-room. The table was 
set, and Cesare took a seat. 

" Come and talk to me, my beautiful Sophia, Time 
has weighed heavy on my hands since last I saw you. I 
have vainly sought for distractions." 

" What have you been doing ? " 

" Ah ! Trying to win a little money at cards. A kind 
of fatality seems to pursue me, my bad luck never leaves me, 
and I cannot touch a card without losing." 

" You have lost much ? " 

" Too much 1 I so easily get excited, you know." 

" Well, how much ? " asked Sophia, impatiently. 

The handsome Italian replied with a smile — 

" Nothing at all, cara ; I had the money I "^ 

" Who gave it you ? " 

" Lichtenbach. I was obliged to accustom him to my 
little fancies. When he becomes my father-in-law I shall 
appeal to him rather often." 

" Take care. He may tire." 

" He will not be allowed to do so." 

" His resources are not inexhaustible," 

" You are jesting. I am well acquainted with the source 
of his wealth." 

" Indeed 1 Who has been informing you ? " 

"A relation of mine, the Very Reverend Monsignor 
Boldi, whom I saw in Paris a few days ago. Lichtenbach, 
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in addition to his wealth, is a church trustee. I no longer 
wonder at the influence he wields. He has the disposal of 
immense sums, and of almost limitless power. But he is not 
a man of action. He is always hesitating and trembling. 
Had you seen how terrified he was when I alluded to his 
position as a kind of ecclesiastical banker, you would have 
laughed outright. Ah ! cara, his brow was covered with 
perspiration. Whatever can he be afraid of ? " 

" From his constituents, nothing. From you, everything. 
That he doubtless guessed at once." 

" Oh ! Mon Dieu ! All that trouble for such a trifle ! 
A mere bagatelle of forty thousand francs. That cursed 
baccarat ! But Lichtenbach never plays, except on the 
Bourse. And there he always wins ! " 

" Question ! " 

" Ah ! Can he, too, be cursed with bad luck ? " 

" We are now doing our best to arrange matters so that 
he may have nothing but good luck ! " 

"The powder affair ? " 

" Yes. Listen, what is that ? " 

A sound was heard outside. Taking from a cupboard a 
small revolver, she slipped it into her pocket, and said — 

" Are you armed ? " 

"I am always armed. What are you afraid of? " 

"Wait!" 

In the silence a curious whistling sound was heard. 
Sophia's features relaxed. 

"It is Hans!" 

A rapid step was heard on the sand of the alley. The 
door of the salon opened, and Milona made her appearance, 
followed by the colossus. He was still clothed in his mean- 
looking fisher's costume. Flinging his hat on the ground, 
he removed his blouse and his huge shoes, without the 
slightest thought of Sophia's presence, and exclaimed — 
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" Milo, my clothes." 

Placing on the table a glass recipient and a sheet of 
paper, he said, with a grimace — 

" Here is is ? " 

" Then you have succeeded at last ? " 

Sophia and Cesare approached with a kind of respect, 
and saw through the jar the brownish shavings of the 
powder which had already cost so much blood ! 

" Yes, here it is ! This small phial and this piece of 
paper again represent the life of a man," 

" You were surprised in the act ? " 

" Yes. And I have killed again." 

" Who is the victim this time ? " exclaimed Sophia, pale 
as death. 

" Do not alarm yourself, my dear ; it is not your turtle- 
dove." 

He gave Cesare a glance, which immediately put the 
Italian on the alert. His light, careless attitude disappeared, 
and a cold, hard look came into his face. 

" It was a troublesome fellow I have had on my track for 
several days," continued Hans. " A Government spy. It 
was not the first time we had met, either. He almost 
caught me three years ago at Lyons, in the affair of the 
Sergeant-Major. I took good note of him at the time, and 
his account is now settled 1 " 

"But will his murder not be discovered ? " 

" What then ? We must clear off" at once ; the authori- 
ties never trouble about detectives, that you know very well. 
This one will undergo a curing process, with his broken 
head, in the river, until he is fished out. Meanwhile, we 
shall be on the other side of the frontier." 

Milona entered, carrying a suit of elegant-looking clothes, 
a grey felt hat, and yellow shoes. Unceremoniously, Hans 
dressed himself. 
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" The cabman is at the door. Did he see you enter ? " 
asked Sophia. 

"No. I am not such a fool as to show myself to 
him. It was very convenient to come along the end of 
the garden, where the wall is conveniently low. I am 
returning the same way, and I would advise you, my 
children, to vacate this place as soon as possible. As you 
are aware, we are due shortly in Venice. The first who 
arrives will wait for the rest. There, I again become Major 
Eraser." 

Placing in a leather bag his glass recipient and the folded 
paper, he shook hands with Agostini, smiled familiarly to 
Sophia, and disappeared as he had come. The Italian gave 
a kick at Hans' cast-o£F clothes, and said — 

" Milo, all this must disappear, my child." 

" In the kitchen fire," said the Dalmatian, gravely. 

"And you, Sophia, what do you intend to do? You 
have heard what our noble friend has just said. In my 
opinion, the best thing we can do is to start at once." 

The young woman made no reply. She passed into the 
salon with slow, steady steps, as though laboriously seeking 
the right form to explain her meaning. Sitting down, she 
took a cigarette, and, looking at the handsome Italian 
standing before her, said — 

" Yes, indeed, I do think you would do well to start off. 
There is no reason for you to stay here. As for myself, a 
sudden disappearance would excite suspicion ; it would, in 
fact, be a very tactless thing to do." 

" But will you not be suspected if you remain behind ? 
Will no action be taken against you ? " 

" I ? Suspected ? In what way f Who could suspect 
me ? Have I done anything whatever calculated to excite 
mistrust ? There has been no one here except Marcel 
Baradier ; he alone knows me." 
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" But doubtless he gave you the information by the help 
of which Hans succeeded in his enterprise." 

"He did certainly give it me, a couple of hours ago. 
The execution has been concomitant with the revelation, 
so to spealc. By what miracle could I, who have not stirred 
from here, have informed the one who entered the labora- 
tory, and rid himself of his spy ? This latter will not speak, 
as he is dead ! The laboratory will be found ransacked 
and in disorder. Very good ! Have there not taken place 
to-day, at the works, sufficient events in which several rascals 
have been implicated, without there being any need to charge 
me with a deed so much more likely to have been wrought 
by any of them ? If I leave I shall be suspected. Why 
have I taken to flight ? How is it I have left no explanation 
of my departure ? What has become of me ? Then, after- 
wards, what and who am I ? Whilst if I remain quietly 
here with Milona, Marcel returns, finds me serene and calm, 
and everything is safe. Is the arrangement not a good one ? " 

Cesare smiled, and, in ironical tones, said — 

" Very good, indeed ; too good, in fact ! " 

Sophia frowned. 

" What do you mean ? " 

Drawing near her, with subtle grace, and still bent on 
adopting gentle means, he said — 

" Have you no longer confidence in me, cara ? Why 
are you trying to deceive me ? " 

" In what way, may I ask ? " 

" You are not telling me the truth. This is the first 
time you have played me false, Sophia." 

She bit her lips, and turned slightly pale. 

" My dear Cesare, do not ask so many questions. Do 
as I tell you, as you have always done hitherto. You have 
never found it a bad policy, have you ? Very well, con- 
tinue as before." 
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" No ! " 

This refusal rang out sharp as a lash. 

"Ah ! Might I be permitted to know the reasons 
influencing you ? " 

" They are the same as yours. You will not come with 
me on account of this young Marcel Baradier. But it is on 
that very account that I am bent on your accompanying 
me. 

" Can you be jealous ? " 

"lam." 

" That is something quite novel ; and I must confess 1 
am greatly surprised 1 " 

" It is diversity of sensations which gives a charm to 
life!" 

" Then you think " 

" That this fair-complexioned young fellow has pleased 
you more than was agreed upon in our programme. Now, 
though I was disposed to allow you to practice your wiles on 
him, in the interests of business, I no longer feel inclined to 
permit you to flirt with him for art's sake. The play is 
over, let us drop the curtain without continuing the love 
scene in the green-room." 

" You are a very practical lover, Cesare." 

" Did you not know that before ? " 

" I have been very generous to you." 

"Many thanks." 

" And now I intend to act as I please, and to-day I 
cannot obey you." 

They looked at one another like two wrestlers about to 
come to close quarters. Cesare's eyes sparkled with anger, 
while Sophia stood there calm, with lowered eyelids, as 
though unwilling to meet his look. The Italian, with an 
effort, controlled himself, and speaking with affected gaiety, 
said — 
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"Come, cara, let us not quarrel. We have every 
possible reason to be indulgent with one another ; have vrc 
not been acquainted so long ? Tell me w^hat you have 
resolved on. I will do all I can to further your wishes. Is 
it a week's liberty you want ? When that length of time 
has elapsed will you promise to come to Venice ? Mon 
Dieu ! We may well be complaisant with one another. 
I will imagine I am nothing more than the brother of 
Madame Vignola, and ^will bear you no ill-feeling ; that I 
promise. Will that satisfy you ? " 

She replied with a sigh — 

" I do not know." j 

" But I must know." 

" How can you be so stupid, Cesare, as to speak to the 
Baroness Grodsko as you would to any other woman ? One 
would think you had forgotten what she is when some 
fancy takes possession of her. My poor friend, I am sorry 
for you ; Lichtenbach's company must have spoiled you. 
You must stop seeing him ; he has turned you into a mere 
bourgeois ! " 

" You are jesting with me ? " 

"No!" 

" You refuse to promise to come and rejoin me ? " 

" When I left Zypiatine, was he ever a source of annoy- 
ance to me ? " 

" Then you confess you wish to leave me ? " exclaimed 
the Italian, pale with anger. 

" You will know later, my friend. At present I have 
not the slightest wish to see you again." 

" Ah 1 Now you are speaking frankly. Do you forget 
that we have several secrets in common ? " 

" No ; nor do I forget there is no obligation for you to 
remember them." 

" That means ? " 
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Sophia raised her eyelids, and flashed a look on Agostini 
which astonished him. 

" It means that if for my own safety your disappearance 
were necessary, your life would be very cheap," 

" You threaten me with death ? " 

" Fool ! You are well aware that if you breathed a 
single word calculated to throw light on our enterprises, 
there are at least five persons who would kill you at 
once," 

" But the affairs of the association are not your affairs, 
and you know that I am acquainted with the ones as well 
as with the others," 

" Listen, Cesare ; people like ourselves ought to be 
agreed in everything we do, if we wish to run no risk of 
ruin. The slightest discord places us at the mercy of our 
enemies. We must serve one another with the greatest 
self-sacrifice. Every selfish demand detracts from the force 
necessary to common success." 

" Ah 1 Do you pretend to impose an apathetic indiffer- 
ence on people who live with an intensity a hundred times 
greater than the rest of mankind ? You forget that I love 
you, and I will submit to no rivalry, Sophia." 

" And how will you compel me to obey your wishes, 
may I ask ? " 

"In the simplest manner imaginable. I will inform 
Marcel Baradier of your life before you gave up your whole 
existence to international investigations and diplomatic in- 
trigues, and we shall see if his love for you will survive, for 
instance, an account of the incident of Segovia." 

Sophia turned so pale that Cesare was afraid of the im- 
pression he had produced. Grinding her teeth, and stamping 
about the room like a wild beast at bay, she seized upon the 
revolver she had taken up on the arrival of Hans, and, level- 
ling it at the head of the Italian, said — • 
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" Ah, you villain ; never again shall you betray a single 
human being ! " 

With extraordinary agility, Agostini leapt on to her, 
clashed her arm upwards, so that the shot could not reach 
him, and pitilessly tw^isting her beautiful virhite w^rist, he 
took possession of the revolver, v/hich he calmly placed in 
his pocket. Then looking resolutely at Sophia, he said — 

" Nowf let the dagger have a turn ! " 

She fell into a chair, 

" You dog ! To dare to raise your hand against me ! 
You shall be punished for it." 

" Good ! But we cannot lose our time with such 
nonsense. Can it be admitted that the man the Countess 
Grodsko has chosen as her companion will submit to being 
fooled like the veriest ninny ? You may hate me if you like, 
Sophia, but you shall not despise me ! This is the first time 
we have tested our strength against one another, and as you 
see, I have not been found to be the weaker. Do not re- 
commence the struggle ; if you do, I shall treat you without 
the slightest gallantry ? " 

Shaking her head, and looking at her bruised hand, she 
said, submissively — 

" You have hurt me, Cesare ! " 

" Whose fault is it ? Upon my word, I believe you 
were mad, for a moment. You brave me, all for the sake 
of this young fop ! Do you know I am going to kill 
him ? " 

" I forbid you ! " said Sophia, emphatically. 

"I shall be delighted to obey you," he said gallantly. 
" There is this diiFerence between us, that I am dominated 
by respectful attentions towards you, and treat you like a 
sovereign, whilst you, by your language and your attitude, 
wi'sh to reduce me to the rank of a lackey ! Is that 
just ? " 
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She made no reply. He walked to and fro for a short 
time, then drawing nearer said — 

" Never have I seen you in such a passion before. What 
in the world can this young fellow have taught you ? For 
the future I shall not be able to trust you at all, though 
hitherto I have had the most complete confidence in you ! 
Is it possible that just now you thought of blowing out my 
brains ? Afterwards, what would you have done with my 
body ? Your Marcel would have arrived. He would have 
found the floor stained with blood, and my corpse lying in 
the middle of the salon ! How would you have explained 
the matter to him ? You see, Sophia, it was a fit of madness 
which came over you. And all for what ? Place in the 
balance these love-dreams of yours, weigh them against 
the immense interests in which you have a part, and decide 
whether the former weigh down the latter ? Really, women 
must at times be mad for one like yourself to give way to 
such acts of extravagance ! " 

He gave her a side-long glance as he spoke, but the expres- 
sion on her face did not appear to satisfy him, so he continued — 

"We neither have nor can have strength, unless we 
support one another. I rely on your beauty, and you ought 
to be proud of my skill and courage. Wherever we pass, it 
is your rSle to charm and please, and mine to defend you. 
Have I ever failed in my duty ? When Colonel de Bred- 
mann, last year in Vienna, spoke of you in a manner you 
considered derogatory, did I hesitate to challenge him the 
following day, and drive six inches of cold steel through his 
throat in the Prater ? I must confess that you, with charm- 
ing generosity, enabled me to support the run of ill-luck 
which always overtook me at the club. Mutual exchange — 
you, of money ; and myself, of respect. Meanwhile, we 
carried on our affairs. And with what success ? Do you 
remember ? Was it not better than quarrelling ? Come, 
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Sophia, don't look so gloomy ; I know your feelings are 
bitter, but don't let them be more bitter than my own. 
Diavolo ! Wake up and speak. Give me an answer." 

Appearing to shake off the feeling of numbness which 
had come over her, she once more looked at her reddened 
fingers, and said, with a strange smile — 

" Very well ! Order, since it is you who are the 
master 1 " 

With displeased air, he replied — 

" No ! Don't adopt such an attitude ! Now you are 
acting the part of a resigned victim ! You must act accord- 
ing to your own free will and pleasure. I think I have 
proved to your satisfaction that you are turning your back 
on the right path, and that it is time to turn round. Am 
I not right ? " 

" One is never right when one is the stronger 1 " 

" That is a woman's reply. Well, Sophia, I am very 
sorry, but I will not assume this advantage of imposing on 
you any resolution whatever. I leave you free to do as you 
wish. Stay or go as you like. For my part, I must go ; I 
do not feel inclined to let myself be caught in this house like 
a fox in a poultry-yard, I will give you ten minutes while 
you make up your mind and prepare your iluggage. I will 
smoke a cigarette in the garden. Decide your future for 
yourself." 

He left the room. A flash of hate shone in Sophia's 
eyes. She arose, gave a sigh of despair, and then mur- 
mured — 

" He is right 1 " 

She called for Milona. The servant appeared. 

" Th^ trunk at once. We are leaving," she said briefly, 

" Good, madame." 

Sophia sat down before a small desk, took up a sheet of 
writing-paper edged with black, and wrote — 
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" My dear Marcel, 

" When you return to the villa I shall no longer 
be here to receive you. My brother, to w^hom I have been 
denounced by some person unknown, has arrived in a passion, 
and is taking me far away. Never try to see me again. 
Keep the remembrance of my kisses ever fresh in your heart. 
I am carrying off the delicious flavour of yours on my lips. 
Good-bye. 

" Yours with life-long regret, 

" Anetta." 

Sealing the envelope, she placed it in full view on the 
table of the salon, and, after looking all around, she went 
out into the small garden. Cesare was walking to and fro, 
along the alley, where she had spent so many hours by 
Marcel's side. She sighed deeply. But her mind was made 
up, and she was not a woman to draw back. 

"Well ?" asked the Italian. 

" Well, you have convinced me ; I will accompany 
you." 

" Very good. Now you are yourself again. It was 
only a momentary weakness which came over you." 

"Indeed, I was mad," she said, mockingly. "Just 
think, I was in love with this young Baradier." 

" That I can well understand," he conceded graciously; 
" He is a charming young fellow. But everything comes 
to an end. And since, thanks to this intrigue, you have 
obtained the result so ardently followed up by Hans, the 
only thing we can now do is to quit. And that is what you 
are now doing, with your usual good sense. Just now you 
surprised me, I must confess, by your resistance. This is 
the first time I have ever seen you sentimental. This fit of 
idyllic tenderness seemed quite incomprehensible to me. 
Now, can you explain to me what has taken place I " 
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" Oh ! It is very simple. In this young Marcel I 
found a love and affection at once simple and disinterested, 
quite refreshing. It seemed as though I were in a thirsty 
desert, and came upon a limpid spring, at which no one 
had drunk previously. I stopped at the edge, looked into the 
crystal water, and the reflected image was so different from 
myself, that I stood there astonished and delighted. I 
thought I was about to find tranquil rest, and a delightful 
regeneration, and cease being the Sophia who had gone 
through so many adventures, to become a simple harmless 
woman in the eyes of a love-stricken swain. Perhaps my 
mouth would forget its lying, and my eyes their deceit and 
fascination ! What a dream ! And how near realization ! 
What unexpected happiness, ruined in a moment by your 
reappearance. Ah ! I have cursed you, Cesare, and Hans 
as well ! But what can I do, how can I tear myself away 
from my destiny ? It was the height of madness for me to 
think that a sincere love could unfold in my heart, as though 
a wild floweret of the open fields could spring up in a 
marsh ! Come, let us think no more of all this. Society 
shall pay the price of my disillusion ! " 

"Now you are speaking sensibly. But all you have 
been telling me is most deplorably romantic. To think of 
your settling down in a village like the Dame aux Camelias 
to live on new-laid eggs with Armand Duval ! How 
ridiculous ! Ah ! Here is Milona with your hat and cloak." 

" Ask the coachman to mount the luggage." 

Sophia, apparently impassive, watched her trunk and bags 
change position. As Cesare stood at the garden-gate calling 
her, she looked around for the last time, raised her hands to 
her lips, and to all she associated with Marcel — green trees, 
forms on which they had sat, birds that had sung above 
their heads, sky which had shone on their happiness — she 
sent a rapid kiss, 
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" Are you ready ? " asked the Italian. 

« Here I am." 

" We will not leave by Ars, the town is in too great 
a commotion. This worthy coachman will drive us to 
Saint-Savine, where we will take the express for Paris," 

"As you like." 

" Come along, then, quick ! " 

She mounted the open carriage. Milona took up a 
position opposite her mistress. A lash of the whip, a sound 
of bells, and at the turn of the road everything was out of 
view. 

It was four o'clock when Uncle GrafF, after arranging 
for the search for Lafor^t, and giving orders for the manage- 
ment of the works, in short arranging for whatever was 
absolutely pressing, came for his nephew to go with him to 
the Villa de la Cav6e. Baudoin, with a trusty revolver in 
his pocket, went on in front as a scout. Marcel and his 
uncle followed, a hundred yards behind. The excitement 
of the struggle and danger was now past, and they were 
beginning to examine the position more coolly. 

It was not a brilliant one. The boldness and violence 
of their enemies had been manifested with too few precau- 
tions, for the utmost excesses were to be dreaded at their 
hands in case the struggle were continued. Now, at this 
moment, they appeared to be on the point of triumph. 
They had just obtained possession of the scientific treasure, 
the commercial application of which would assure them an 
enormous fortune. How exultant they must feel, accord- 
ingly ! But then,'on the other hand, how disconcerted they 
would, be on attempting to utilize the stolen formula ! As 
Marcel had said, to obtain the explosive in its full power, 
and with its special destructive qualities, a particular manipu- 
lation, a twist of the hand, so to speak, discovered by General 
de Tr^mont, was necessary. They might try to apply the 
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formula ; but if they did not know how to handle the 
different doses, their hopes would fail of realization. Now 
the thief-assassin, who had found his way into the labora- 
tory, had carried oiF the precious document, but would it 
not remain utterly worthless, like the golden crown in the 
legend, which changed into a dry leaf ? 

Uncle GrafF was meditating on all this as he walked 
by Marcel's side. He said nothing to the young man. 
What was the use ? It was also certain that the villains, 
bent as they were on obtaining the secret, had already 
killed two men and set fire to the works to accomplish their 
object. Granting that they had once more failed, would 
they not recommence the struggle, and purchase victory at 
the cost of no matter what sacrifices ? Under these con- 
ditions there was no drawing back ; they must risk much 
to try and check an offensive return, and not hesitate in case 
the unknown beauty were an accomplice in the crimes 
already committed ; it must be their object to keep her in 
view, question her, and if need be, deliver her into the 
hands of justice in order to try and throw light on this dark 
and dangerous affair. 

They reached the wood, and, the house being no more 
than a hundred yards distant, Baudoin, who had waited for 
them, said — 

" I will go all round the garden, and bear off in the 
direction of the wood, so that, if any one tries to escape, I 
may be able to cut off his retreat." 

" No," said Marcel. " Let us remain together." 

Just at that moment an old woman appeared before 
them, dragging a faggot of decayed wood. 

She smiled with her toothless mouth, and, stopping to 
take breath, said — 

" Is it the young lady of the villa you want to see ? If 
so—— 
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"Well? "said Marcel, 

" You will not find her here. An hour ago she went 
away in a cab with all her luggage, in the direction of 
Sainte-Savine. Cacheu, of the Lion d'Or, drove the cab 
himself." 

" Gone ? " exclaimed Marcel, stupefied. 

" So it seems," said Uncle GrafF. " The coup is effected." 

" Impossible ! " 

" Poor young man ! His walks with the young lady 
were very agreeable," muttered the old woman. 

She shook her head, encircled with a kerchief, accepted 
the two-franc piece Uncle Graff slipped into her hand, and 
walked slowly away, in the direction of the town, dragging 
her faggot along the road. 

Marcel had already entered the villa. On the threshold 
his heart seemed almost to stop beating. The door re- 
mained open, as though, in the hurry of flight, they had not 
had time to close it, or rather, as though she had left 
nothing behind worth keeping. Crossing the garden, he 
entered the hall, and called — 

" Milona 1 Anetta ! " 

No reply came ; nothing but silence and darkness. 
Entering the salon, he saw a letter lying on the table. 
Tearing it open, he rapidly ran over the contents, sat down 
to read it once more, finally understood it, and sat there, 
with bowed head and throbbing brow, as though in the 
presence of a terrible disaster. There Uncle Graff found 
him. He had gone over the whole house, and acquired the 
certainty that it was abandoned. Baudoin was seated in 
the garden. Seeing his nephew's anguish and the pallor of 
his countenance, the old man's heart melted ; he placed his 
hand affectionately on the young man's head, softly stroked 
his hair, and seeing the letter pressed between his passive 
fingers, asked — 
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" Has she written to you ? " 

At these words, simple though they were, his fugitive 
love seemed almost reinstated in his eyes, as he felt that she 
had not forgotten him, and Marcel burst into sobs as he 
silently held out the paper and hid his face in his hands. 
Uncle GrafF drew near the window and read the letter, 
after which he stood there in a reverie. Marcel, regaining 
possession of himself to defend the one he loved, finally rose 
from his seat, and said in supplicating accents — 

" Uncle GrafF, is this the letter of a woman who lies ? 
Do not her protests appear sincere to you ? Has she the 
faintest complicity in the crimes committed ? Do you 
accuse her of having deceived me ? Is she not rather a 
victim undergoing a rigorous tyranny at the hands of the 
very monsters who threaten us ? This letter, Uncle GrafF, 
this letter — does it not breathe despair in every line ? Is it 
not a confirmation of her love for me ? " 

" The letter appears to be sincere," said the old man, 
calmly. "I cannot but recognize that grief is evident in 
every word, and that the one who wrote it was evidently 
acting under compulsion when she left the house. That is 
a proof that she loves you, and regrets your absence. But is 
that a proof that she is not guilty, and the accomplice of the 
rest?" 

" Oh, Uncle GrafF, do you think it possible ? " 

" I do, and I am afraid it is so, my dear Marcel, and 
that would be more serious than anything else, for, if this 
woman loves you — and how could she help loving you, my 
dear child, once she knows you — ah, if this woman loves 
you, my anxiety will become greater than ever. For she 
might try to see you again, and then " 

A light of hope illumined Marcel's face. 

" Ah, if only that could be ! " 

" Marcel, you see what grounds I had for fear. At the 
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very thought of seeing her again you at once become 
radiant with joy. And yet she is a rascal, there is not 
the slightest doubt of it. I will not dispute her charms, 
since she has obtained such control over you ; but she is 
very dangerous all the same, for, in short, suppose she 
were the woman of Vanves ? " 

" Impossible ! " 

" Do not say impossible. You know nothing about it. 
These women, you see, are terrible creatures. In matters 
like the one now engaging our attention they are a kind of 
female Proteus, capable of assuming all forms, even the 
most diverse and disconcerting, to deceive their enemies and 
allay suspicion. Cosmopolitan adventuresses, living on human 
folly ; spies, on the track- of State secrets ; corruptresses, 
sufficiently fascinating to obtain the mastery over all con- 
sciences. You are aware that these women are insinuating 
and of plausible manners, generally very beautiful. And 
this one " 

"Oh! No, no!" :.- 

Uncle Graff insisted authoritatively. 

" This one, very clever and dangerous, more dangerous 
than the rest, even, has played her role with you, whilst 
satisfying her caprice at the same time. Come, Marcel, be 
reasonable ; do not blind yourself. Why was the man of 
Vanves concealed here ? Why have the powders been 
removed from the laboratory, and why is the house deserted, 
now that the burglary is accomplished ? It is not a mere 
departure, it is a flight. Consider the rapidity and sudden- 
ness of the resolution reached. This morning only she had 
no thought of it, or, rather, in that case she deceived you, 
since she said nothing about it, and was to receive you 
to-night. Crime and duplicity are manifest everywhere. 
You have been deceived by words of tenderness, whilst the 
others, her accomplices, were stealing and murdering." 
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Marcel gave a movement expressive of anger. 

" If only I had the proof of this ! " 

Uncle GraflE looked at him fixedly. 

"Well, wrhat would you do ? " 

" Ah ! I wrould have my revenge, that I swear ! All 
my love would turn into hate. If my heart has been 
deceived with lying words, I would tear it out of my breast, 
rather than cherish a poisoned love ! If that woman was 
not a victim, she would be a monster. And, by what I 
hold most sacred in existence, I would punish her ! " 

The old man looked at his nephew with considerable 
satisfaction. 

" Oh ! Mon D'teu ! We don't ask you to do that ! 
Simply forget her. Above all, make up your mind not to 
fall into her toils again, if ever you meet her." 

At that moment the door opened, and Baudoin appeared. 
Holding a book in his hand, he approached mysteriously, 
and said — 

" It is useful to make a thorough search. One can never 
examine too well." 

He laughed as he spoke and held the book aloft — 

" Had I done nothing but cast a careless glance over the 
lady's bed-chamber, I should not have found this." 

« What is it ? " asked Graff. 

" A book — a simple book." 

Marcel took it up, looked at the title, and said — 

" Yes, it is a book she has been reading lately." 

" Oh ! the book in itself signifies nothing," said Baudoin. 
*'It had fallen down by the side of the bed nearest the 
wall. In a hurry of departure she did not see it, and it 
was left there. But there was something between these 
leaves." 

Baudoin took between his fingers a piece of paper, and 
showed it to his masters. 
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" This envelope, torn in two, and folded to serve as a 
book-mark. To whom does it belong, if not to the one 
who has been making use of it ? Now on the folded part, 
there is a line of writing and an address." 

" An address ? " 

" Look ! " 

He handed the paper to Marcel, and on the small band, 
concealed by the folding, the young man read aloud the 
name: "Madame la Baronne Grodsko." The bottom of the 
envelope, on which was doubtless written the street, number 
and town, had disappeared. On the top, however, a large 
stamp contained the postmark : "Wien, April i8." 

The rest was effaced. 

" Baroness Grodsko," repeated Marcel. " But her name 
was Anetta Vignola." 

"Ah !" said Uncle Graff; "these women change their 
names as easily as their dresses. She has only kept this 
envelope from the most incredible and imprudent careless- 
ness. And how is it this letter, which came from Vienna 
a fortnight ago, is now here ? It must have been forwarded 
under another envelope to the name and address she assumed 
here ! » 

Baudoin then remarked — 

" Perhaps I may be permitted to state that the woman 
who called on my master on the night of the crime was 
addressed by him as Baronne " 

Marcel turned pale. 

" True," he murmured, in a low tone. " But what 
relation is there between Anetta Vignola and the Baroness 
Grodsko?" 

" That is what we must discover, for it is the clue which 
may guide us through the darkness in which we are now 
groping. Courage, my child ; if this woman is the same who 
has committed such infamous actions " 
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" Ah ! Uncle Graflfj in that case I should feel no pity 
whatever for her." 

The uncle shook his nephew's hand, in sympathetic 
approval. 

" Now, there is nothing more for us to do here. The 
house has delivered up to us part of its secret. The rest we 
must seek elsewhere." 

The three men went out into the garden, after carefully 
closing the doors, and slowly returned to Ars. 



CHAPTER II 

LiCHTENBACH was Sitting in his study, listening to young 
Vernot, his broker, who was speaking with the utmost 
volubility. 

" Baradier and Graff will not long be able to maintain 
their position on the Explosives now. It has already been 
remarked at the Bourse that they have not reduced their 
stock. The coming liquidation will be a decisive one ; 
or else they will remain firm ; then what a bankruptcy it 
will be ! Or they may sell everything. What a fall that 
will mean ! " 

A faint smile came over the banker's lips. 

" I should like to see that ! " 

" Mon Dieu ! My dear master, I cannot conceal from 
you the fact that, in business circles they say it is a duel 
between the firm of Baradier and Graff and the firm of 
Lichtenbach. One of the two will go under." 

" I know it ; but I have no fear." 

" I have negotiated this affair for you, so I know our 
mode of action. Hitherto it has been an admirable one. To 
sum up in a word, you have sold what the Baradiers have 
bought." 

" Yes, my friend, and I have their money, as they have 
my vouchers. Now, Vernot, be wideawake as to what is 
about to happen. The explosives, which are now at their 
highest price, will rapidly fall to the very lowest." 

384 
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" Are you sure ? " 

" Absolutely certain." 

« Why ? " 

" Because a rival company is being formed, which is in 
possession of the patents of a product destined to replace, 
within a very short time, all the mining powders and 
other dynamites hitherto employed, and which will cost 
fifty 'per cent, less in commerce. What do you say to 
that ? " 

" It will be a crushing blow ! " 

" You are right. Read my journal to-night ; it will 
contain the first article of a series destined to set fdrth before 
the world this new discovery. In two months from now I 
wish to see Baradier and Graff bankrupt ! " 

" Oh, they have a long purse to draw on." 

" We shall see about that." 

" So now you engage me to sell ? " 

*' From to-morrow sell as fast as you can. There will be 
a gain of five hundred francs per share. You will see the 
movement begin. All my personal orders will be executed 
on foreign Exchanges. Profit by this opportunity." 

" I shall not be likely to forget." 

" Now go. My daughter is expecting me, and I am 
punctual in my habits." 

" My dear master, many thanks, and my respectful 
compliments." 

The stockbroker left the room. Lichtenbach did not 
even rise from his seat to accompany him to the door. He 
was thinking. From Venice a letter had reached him which, 
on the one hand, caused him great satisfaction, and, on the 
other, brought him a certain amount of uneasiness. Sophia 
Grodsko had written to him : " The war powder is a 
triumphant success. Experiments made at Spezzia and 
Trieste have given prodigious results with marine cannons. 
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Plates of Siemens steel a foot thick are pierced like sheets of 
paper. We have received two million francs, the rest will 
come afterwards. The affair is big with magnificent results. 
Things are not progressing so well with the commerce 
powder. Hans has been at work for the last fortnight at 
Swalbach with Prunier, from Zurich. He has been disap- 
pointed. All the attempts have been unsatisfactory. They 
have manipulated the product in different manners, but no 
result has been obtained. The explosive is worth no more 
than dynamite. True it is not so dear, but we are far from 
what we hoped, and from what must actually be the case. 
There must be some secret or other in the fabrication of the 
powder unknown to us. Hans is trying to find it, and has 
not abandoned all hopes of doing so. But, up to the present, 
fiasco. Don't be discouraged, but thank me for telling you 
the exact truth. Agostini sends you his best wishes, and 
informs you that you will shortly receive your brevet of 
baron." 

Lichtenbach growled. 

"Baron ! That will be of some use to me, indeed, if 
this affair fails." 

Rising, he gave a gesture of defiance. 

" It will not fail ! Hans is a skilful chemist. He will 
find out the secret. Besides, if need be I will retrace my 
steps. They will not catch me so easily, altogether unpre- 
pared." 

He smiled. His daughter entered the room. She was 
no longer the little schoolgirl, dressed in the blue convent 
robe, but an elegant and graceful Parisienne. The banker 
looked at her with considerable satisfaction. 

" Are you ready ? " 

" Yes, father. It was agreed we should start at four 
o'clock." 

" And where are you taking me ? " 
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" To the Charity Bazaar in favour of the Alsace-Lorraine 
orphans. You must come." 

" I might have sent a cheque." 

" But I must be there. Madame Sainte-Alix has charge 
of a stall, along writh several of my old school companions. 
I promised to be there." 

" Well, let us start." 

They set ofF. The sale took place in the Agricultural 
Hall of France. All over the w^alls hung groups of flags, 
wrhilst above a verdant groove stood a marble bust representing 
Alsace, with a mourning sash flung across the breast. The 
wife of a Deputy from the Vosges, surrounded by a group of 
ladies belonging to official circles, performed the honours. 
A large double sofa occupied the middle of the room, 
between two rows of stalls, in which the most aristocratic 
families of Alsace and Lorraine were represented by white 
haired grandmothers who had never been willing to acknow- 
ledge the conquest of these two lost provinces, and elegant 
young ladies, smiling and careless, educated or born in exile, 
and finding France beautiful, and life pleasant, even though 
it were passed far from their native soil. 

Lichtenbach and Marianne were warmly received 
immediately they entered the room. Here the financier's 
prestige and the influence of the journal proprietor could 
be exercised in uninterrupted sovereignty. Nothing but 
smiles on every side. The more republican one's opinions, 
the more unctuous was the respect lavished on Lichtenbach, 
the reactionary. Marianne, timid and anxious, was looking 
for the stall presided over by Madame Sainte-Alix. 

A young attendant, anxious to serve so rich an heiress, 
placed himself under the young girl's orders, and Marianne 
passed through the crowd of buyers and sellers until she 
reached the stall where her old companions were selling 
children's clothing at five times its real value, and that 
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without the slightest difficulty. Genevieve de Trdmont, 
dressed in mourning, presided over the hosiery department. 
After exchanging a friendly greeting she asked — 

" Are you all alone ? " 

" Oh no. My father has stayed behind for a moment 
to speak to the wife of a Senator." 

" He is going to leave you here for some time ? " 

" I do not know. Perhaps it would not be convenient 
for him to return for me." 

Turning towards the nun presiding at the cash-box, she 
said — 

"Are you pleased with the result of your sales, 
madame ? " 

" We have made three thousand francs since noon, my 
child. But it will soon be five o'clock. In an hour 
everything will be over. We have still a third of our 
stock left." 

"Very well. Send me everything you have not sold 
to-night," said the young girl, simply. 

" Ah, my child, how grateful I feel to you. But what 
will your father think ? " 

Mademoiselle Lichtenbach smiled calmly. 

" My father ? He never opposes my wishes. Besides, 
I am rich." 

She exhibited a purse full of gold. 

" And, if that is not sufficient, papa will make me an 
advance." 

" Ha, look in front ! " said Genevieve de Tr^mont, 
" There is Am6lie at the stall of Madame Baradier." 

Marianne blushed. She remembered what her father 
had said regarding their quarrels with the Baradiers and Graffs, 
and felt considerably embarrassed in consequence. What 
kind of relations could be set up between these hostile 
families ? Suddenly the smiling face of Marcel Baradier 
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awoke in her memory. The hostility of the parents could 
not bind the children, since he had so graciously received 
Lichtenbach's daughter when she had called at the Rue de 
Province. Turning her eyes in the direction of Genevieve, 
she recognized the one of whom she was thinking, near the 
counter where Madame Baradier and Amdlie were selling. 
He smiled as he talked to an old man who was purchasing 
a porcelain vase of a very ugly pattern. After the bargain 
was struck he took it from his hands, placed it gaily back 
again on to the stall, and said, in tones sufficiently loud to be 
heard by Marianne — 

" This is the third time. Uncle GrafF, that we have sold 
it, and it has been left behind. People don't object to 
paying for it, but it is so frightful that no one will decide to 
carry it off." 

The old man put back his purse into his pocket and 
said — 

" Now, where is the stall of Mademoiselle de Tremont ? " 

" We will go there together. The very thing you want, 
uncle. Trousseau and baby linen. Indispensable for 
bachelors ! " . 

"You rogue!" *" 

They crossed the room. Suddenly Marcel became Very 
grave ; he had recognized Mademoiselle Lichtenbach. She, 
too, had seen him approach, and, trembling, had not had the 
courage to look him in the face. Uncle Graff, with his 
usual good nature, said — 

" Well, Mademoiselle Genevieve, what are you going to 
sell me ? Children's hoods ? How much a dozen ? " 

" Sixty francs, as it is you, Monsieur Graff". And you 
can leave them with us if you like." 

"Certainly. It would be too much trouble to carry 
them all off!" 

" What you leave us we will give to the Sainte-Enfance 

u 
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institution. After you have finished, if there is anything 
which remains one of our friends has promised to buy 
it up." 

"Who is she?" 

" Mademoiselle Marianne Lichtenbach." 

Graff started. His face changed expression, and he said — 

"The daughter of " 

As he took a step backwards he heard a gentle voice 
say — 

" On the ground of charity there are no enemies, only 
competitors as to who shall do the most good." 

"You are quite right, mademoiselle," replied the old 
man, with a bow. " And I will immediately put your 
precept into practice." 

Leaning towards the nun, he asked calmly — 

" How much for the contents of the stall ? " 

"My dear sir," stammered Madame Sainte-Alix, 
astonished. 

" Is two thousand francs enough ? " 

" Oh, that's nothing ! I will give four thousand ! " 

And Count Cesare Agostini, smiling and elegant, 
appeared by the side of Mademoiselle Lichtenbach. 

" Our father has sent me to you, mademoiselle," he said, 
with a bow. " He will be here in a moment, and, really, 
he would not have tolerated that any one should rob you of 
the honour of your generosity at so moderate a price." 

Glancing around at those present, and recognizing Marcel 
he affected a joyful surprise. 

" Ah ! Monsieur Baradier ! I am delighted to meet 
you. We have had a great deal of trouble since last I 
saw you. I heard all about it on my return to call for my 
sister. I greatly regretted not being able to stay and tell 
you how sorry we felt for you. You were so kind and 
gracious to us in that quiet country place." 
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He spoke without the slightest hesitation, and with a 
boldness which stupefied Marcel. As he looked at Agostini 
he wondered whether he were not dreaming — whether this 
calm, phlegmatic person speaking to him at this charity 
bazaar in the heart of Paris, without even thinking of 
escape, was indeed the man he suspected of having mystified 
him at Ars, of being, doubtless, the accomplice of murderers 
and incendiaries ; at the very least in collusion with this 
enigmatical woman whose memory still filled his heart. He 
listened with astonishment, and replied — 

" And your sister, Madame Vignola ? " 

" Ah ! Poor Anetta 1 " interrupted Cesare. " She is at 
Venice, engaged in troublesome family affairs. But she 
will probably come to Paris this summer to assist at my 
marriage." 

" Ah ! You are about to be married. Count ? " 

" Yes, M. Lichtenbach has given his consent at last," 

This news of the marriage of Agostini into the Lichten- 
bach family produced an electric effect. Marcel immediately 
regained full possession of his faculties. 

Looking at the Italian from head to foot, he said 
ironically — 

"Ah ! you are about to enter the family of M. Lichten- 
bach. It was to be, and it would have been a pity could it 
not have taken place ! " 

" I do not understand very well," replied Cesare. 

" Yes, you understand perfectly. And if you wish further 
information ask for it from your sister." 

"These are strange words," said the Italian, arro- 
gantly. 

" Every one does as well as he can ; all men have not 
the privilege of being strange in their actions." 

Agostini was about to reply, and the two men stood 
threateningly in front of one another, when a hand v/as laid 
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on the Italian's arm, and the voice of Mademoiselle Lichten- 
bach was heard saying — 

" Monsieur le Comte, will you come this way, please ? 
My father is looking for you." « 

Cesare gave Marcel a defiant glance. Then, turning 
with flattering humility to the young girl, he said — 

" Your slightest wish shall be obeyed, mademoiselle. 
But I shall see this gentleman again, and " 

" I forbid you ! " 

« Very good." 

Lichtenbach came up to them. He passed in front of 
GrafF, without appearing to see him. 

" What is this they are telling me. Count ? " he said, 
addressing Agostini. "You have been bidding up to four 
thousand francs for the contents of this stall ? What a 
trifling sum ! You must have had some very sorry com- 
petitors against you ! " 

An expression of disdain came over his face as he looked 
round on Marcel and Uncle GrafF. 

" Formerly my opponents were more tenacious. The 
struggle for gold has considerably cooled them down." 

Turning towards the nun he wrote a few lines on a 
piece of paper, saying — 

" Here, madame, is a cheque for ten thousand francs." 

" What shall I give you in return ? " asked Madame 
Sainte-Alix, stupefied. 

" Your prayers," said Elias, humbly. 

A group had formed round the stall, and a murmur of 
approving admiration reached the ears of Lichtenbach. 
Agostini exclaimed, with emphasis — 

" This is a magnificent gift ! " 

" Come along, my daughter," said Elias. 

Marianne kissed Genevieve de Tr^mont, and, lowering 
her head, so as not to see Marcel, followed her father and 
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Agostini. As she passed in front of GraiF she heard him 
say — 

" Ten thousand francs' worth of prayers ! At a franc 
per villainous trick he has committed he loses nothing ! " 

The old man had not time to further exhibit his bad 
temper, for Marcel interrupted him — 

" Not so loud, Uncle Graff ; his daughter might hear 
you. Poor child ; it is not her fault ! " 

Marianne felt sad at heart, and, more afflicted at the 
nephew's humiliating indulgence towards herself than at his 
uncle's scorn for her father, she left the room. 

Since his return to Paris, Marcel had been restored to the 
good graces of M. Baradier. Graff''s story of the conflagra- 
tion at the works, and the rescue effected by his nephew, had 
touched the old man's heart. The danger incurred by his 
brother-in-law, Cardez, and Baudoin, had made him quiver 
with anxiety ; the intervention of his son at the critical 
moment, when even the bravest among the workmen drew 
back from the danger, had aroused his enthusiasm. He had 
taken Marcel in his arms, and said to Madame Baradier and 
Amdlie, who were sitting there in tears — 

" You seem quite astonished. Did you think this child, 
on account of a few silly escapades, was not a fine and 
brave fellow, after all ? For my part I was sure, if the 
opportunity occurred, he would act as nobly as he has done ! 
It is because I knew what he was capable of that I treated 
him harshly when he went astray. But, after all, he is a 
Baradier 1 " 

The same evening, alone with his wife, he said — 

" Indeed, I am very well pleased with Marcel. Graff" has 
told me things concerning him which have touched me very 
much. I am beginning to hope that, once the passion and 
giddiness of youth is over, he will turn out a remarkable 
man. AH he lacks is a certain amount of order. But that 
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will come in time. He is both intelligent and warm-hearted. 
Now, it is time he thought of marrying." 

" He is only twenty-five years of age." 

" The very best age imaginable. One's happiness in life 
is assured when one finds a good partner and marries young, 
as I did. What kind of attitude does he show with regard 
to Genevieve ? " 

" He treats her like a sister, neither more nor less." 

" Not the slightest sign of flirtation ? " 

"I believe she has a faint liking for him, but I know 
nothing about his feelings for her." 

" Ask Am61ie a few discreet questions." 

"I will think of it." 

Marcel's mind was occupied with things entirely different. 
He thought of everything except marriage. His return 
home appeared very pleasant, for he was very fond of his 
parents. Perhaps the exile's son, more than another, pos- 
sessed a liking for home. He had so often heard his father 
and uncle regret the old home at Metz, their friends and 
customs of former times, that the bonds which attached him 
to his father's house were very strong, and when away from 
them all something essential seemed to be lacking in his life. 
Doubtless this something was his father's affectionate chiding 
and his mother's consoling smile. 

Since his return he spent almost the whole of his time 
out of the office ; went out very little at nights, and worked 
away at a task known to no one except Uncle Graff. M. 
Baradier, greatly troubled at the turn of events the Explosives 
had taken, expressed his anxiety to no one but his partner. 
Uncle Graft, however, calmly replied — 

" We must keep wide-awake, but we need not exaggerate 
the danger. Everything will come out right in the end, 
that I am sure of." 

"Eh! Do you expect a miracle?" murmured Baradier. 
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" These Explosives shares continue to go down, in spite of 
all our efforts. Yesterday there was a rumour out on the 
Bourse that a patent had just been taken, in Germany, 
England, and France, by an Englishman named Dalgetty, 
for some marvellous powder or other superior to dynamite. 
They go so far as to state that this substance is so manageable 
and harmless, in spite of its destructive power, that they 
expect to make use of it for engine power. That would 
mean the suppression of steam, gas and petroleum. A com- 
plete revolution. If a quarter of all this is true we are 
ruined ! Doubtless it is an application of Tr^mont's formulae, 
and Dalgetty is the dummy of the villains who stole 
them." 

" Possibly," murmured Graff, calmly. 

" And you can find nothing else to say ? " exclaimed 
Baradier, furiously. " You resign yourself to all this robbery 
and murder ? " 

" No ; I am simply waiting for the Dalgetty powder in 
use. It may be the Tr^mont explosive, but then, on the 
other hand, it may be something entirely different, and in 
that case worth nothing at all." 

"But suppose we are ruined in the meantime ?" 

" We shall obtain the upper hand in the long run." 

" But it is this villain of a Lichtenbach who is leading 
the campaign against us. This is what I am informed from 
both London and Brussels." 

" Give him his head. The farther he goes the greater 
will be his fall." 

" I should like to know the cause of your confidence." 

"It is Marcel, your son, who is stronger in himself, 
than Tr6mont, yourself, myself, and all the others. You 
will see." 

" But, after all, cannot you tell me ? " 

" No, I will say nothing. Let Dalgetty go ahead, and 
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the shares continue to lower. Above all else, do not sell. 
He laughs best who laughs last." 

The calm assurance of Uncle GrafFhad its due impression 
on Baradier at the time. But afterwards, in his study, in 
front of his correspondence, which brought him nothing but 
bad news, fear again took possession of him. He was aware 
that Marcel was working hard. He saw him start every 
morning for the laboratory of the Arts-et-M^tiers. But 
what was he engaged in ? Doubtless some improvement of 
the Tr^mont powder; perhaps simply the exact doses of 
the products. How could he prove, after all, that he knew 
the dosing, which was the General's invention ? And 
Baradier, red and excited, would take up his hat and go out 
for a walk, to avoid a congestion. 

At night, when they were dining, he again saw Marcel 
in the salon, seated between his mother and sister, or playing 
the piano with Genevieve de Tremont. He was anjexcellent 
musician, this son on whom Nature had lavished such gifts. 
And Uncle GrafF, a passionate melomaniac, lay stretched 
out in an armchair, listening, in delighted ecstasy, to some 
lied of Schubert or a concerto by Schumann. He pointed 
out to Baradier, who had entered the room on tip-toe, the 
charming picture of these two young people playing duets 
together, and murmured — 

" What a fine couple. She is dark ; he is fair. Perfect 
match. And as their fortune — the General's powder." 

" Nothing but smoke ! " growled Baradier. 

" No, it does not give any," laughed Uncle Graff. 

In his partner's feeling of security, though he was mis- 
trustful enough in business matters, there was a kind of 
unconsciousness which astonished Baradier. Evidently 
Marcel was preparing something extraordinary, which GrafF 
was well aware of, and which promised to have extraordinary 
results. But what was it ? Besides, with rascals who went 
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about everywhere carrying into action their murderous plans, 
under the indulgent regard of the Government, was one sure 
of anything ? Accordingly he fumed and raged, but that in 
itself was something, and kept liim occupied. 

Baudoin, on his part, had not remained inactive. His 
first visit had been to Colonel Vallenot. He had found him 
at the War Office, busily engaged on a question the Minister 
was to receive from a socialist Deputy, who complained that 
anarchist journals were not permitted in barracks. How 
could the people be educated if the soldier were refused the 
right of knowing why it was his duty to despise his superiors ? 
The good Colonel had bristled up like a wild boar. Only 
the night before he had been abused by his superior, who, 
greatly worried, himself, had passed on his ill-temper to the 
other, and so it descended from grade to grade right down 
to the concierge. The latter had given a drubbing to his 
dog, which had been at a loss to understand the reason for 
this treatment. It was the only difference between the 
animal and the functionaries. i 

" What is it you want ? " growled Colonel Vallenot to 
Baudoin, as he saluted. " To see the Minister ? Well, 
you are lucky. If you go in there I will not guarantee 
your safe exit. And, then, what is it you want to tell 
him ? That the agent he had placed at your disposal has 
disappeared ? It is now three weeks since we heard from 
him." 

" I have brought you news of him." 

" Ah ! What is the matter ? " 

« He is dead." 

" The deuce ! How did that happen 1 " 

« He has been killed." 

"Who has killed him?" 

" The same who killed General de Tr^mont." 

" What was his object ? " 
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" The same as before — to obtain possession of my master's 
secrets," 

" Was he successful ? " 

"Yes." 

" So now he is in possession of the powder formula ?" 

« He is." 

" Well, this is a fine business. We suspected something 
of the kind, for we have received notice from abroad that 
experiments have been made with smokeless powder of 
extraordinary power." 

« That is the one." 

Colonel Vallenot had forgotten all about the Deputy's 
question. He pulled and twisted his moustache furiously. 
Finally he asked — 

" When was poor Lafor^t murdered ? " 

" Nearly a fortnight ago. But it was only later that we 
had the proof of his death. The poor fellow had been flung 
into the river, and the current had carried him into a mill- 
race. He remained several days fastened to some piles under 
water, and it is only just recently that his body mounted to 
the surface. It was taken out, recognized, and buried as 
was fitting for an old soldier and an honest man. Now he 
is lying under the green turf of the cemetery of Ars." 

" And his murderers ? " 

" Ah, that is what I have come to speak to the Minister 
about. I know the villains." 

Vallenot sat upright. 

" Those spies ! You know who they are ? " 

" And you, also. Colonel, without doubt, for this is not 
their first attempt. The Minister, before now, has had 
a crow to pick with them. They are professionals in 
treason ! " 

The Colonel rose, and, with changed expression, 
said — 
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" Ah ! Here, at any rate, is something which will 
distract him ! I will risk entering his room without being 
summoned. Yes, it is possible such news may restore him 
to good humour again. Wait for me here," 

Opening a door, he left the room. Baudoin, standing 
near the mantel-piece, stood there a few minutes'attentively 
listening to the hum of voices which proceeded from the 
next room ; then suddenly the door opened, and a voice 
called — 

« Baudoin ! " 

The old soldier advanced, and, on reaching the threshold 
of the study, he saw the Minister standing there, a frown 
on his face, which was even redder than usual. 

" Come in ! " he said. 

Baudoin entered. The General, who wore a black 
frock-coat and grey trousers, was striding to and fro. 
Vallenot stood waiting in the embrasure of the window. 

" The Colonel informs me that you have very important 
news to relate concerning the death of M. de Trdmont and 
my agent." 

" Yes, General." 

" You think you know the rascals who have committed 
these murders ? " 

" Yes, General." 

« Tell me all about it." 

"I must ask permission to speak in the presence of no 
one but yourself. It is a secret which interests the lives of 
those who are too dear to me to warrant my entrusting it to 
any other than yourself." 

" Not even to Colonel Vallenot ? " 

"A secret which belongs to several persons," said 
Baudoin, coldly, " is no longer a secret. I will tell it either 
to the Colonel or to yourself." 

" Very good, my friend, you are right. Will you retire, 
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Colonel Vallenot ? This good fellow means no offence. 
I approve of his thoughtfulness." 

Vallenot smiled and saluted. It was evident he would 
gladly have stayed. But his chief had given the order. A 
quarter of an hour later the telephone bell rang. Placing 
the apparatus to his ear, he heard the Minister call out — 

" Bring me File Z, No. 3, from the secret press." 

Vallenot opened a large iron safe, and took out a yellow 
bundle of papers, which he carried into his chief's room. 
Baudoin was standing before the desk, and the General was 
attentively listening to him. Vallenot withdrew. Another 
interval for a quarter of an hour, then a fresh ring at the 
telephone — 

"Send me Captain Rimbert, who had charge of the 
Valance affair." 

Vallenot murmured — 

" The deuce ! There is something in the wind here ! " 

Ringing for his office-boy, he gave the order and waited 
patiently. Half an hour passed, then the study-door opened, 
and Baudoin, conducted by the General himself, appeared. 
The latter now appeared satisfied, and said — 

" Very good, Baudoin ; so it is understood ? " 

" Yes, General." 

"You will request M. Marcel Baradier to call on 
me ? " 

" Yes, General." 

" And if you hear of anything, let me know of it at 
once." 

"Yes, General." 

" Good day. Come in, Vallenot." 

Baudoin left the room. The Minister returned to his 
study, where the young Captain Rimbert stood waiting. 

"Colonel, will you kindly make out a resumi of the 
Espurzheim and Vicomte de Fontenailles affairs. I believe 
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we are on the point of laying our hands on this crafty woman 
who so completely tricked all my predecessors, and mystified 
myself two years ago. Ah 1 If I can have my revenge it 
shall be a complete one ! " 

"Then we have to deal with the woman who has 
successively borne the name of Madame Ferranti, with 
Espurzheim, ..." said the Colonel. 

" And of Countess de Vervelde, with poor Fontenailles," 
added Captain Rimbert. 

"And finally of La T^n6breuse," summed up the 
Minister. 

" Oh 1 What trouble and money the wretch has cost 
us without our succeeding in laying hands on her ! " 

"Well, gentlemen, we will try not to fail this time. 
Prepare the notes I requested, Colonel. And you. Captain 
Rimbert, not a word ! " 

Both Colonel and Captain left the room. The Minister 
rubbed his hands with satisfaction. Meanwhile Baudoin 
had made his way along the quays, and reached the Law 
Courts as four o'clock was striking. Crossing the large 
entrance hall, he mounted to the second floor, and stopped 
in front of M. Mayeur's study. The attendant was an old 
friend of his, and welcomed him cordially — 

" Holloa ! you here ? " he asked. " Have you come as 
witness in another affair ? " 

" No. I simply wish to speak to the magistrate. Is he 
engaged ? " 

" Always ! Just now it is a gang of oil-painting thieves, 
who have been overhauling the hotel of a marquis in the 
Champs-Elys6es." 

" Can I speak to him ? " 

" As soon as he rings, I will tell him you are here. Ah, 
he is in no amiable mood. He and the attorney seem to be 
quarrelling all the time I " 
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The bell rang, a door opened, and three men of slouch- 
ing gait, regular types of Parisian blackguards devoured by 
absinthe, advanced, casting sly, searching looks in every 
direction. But there were neither doors nor windows by 
which they could gain the open-air, so they quietly con- 
tinued their route. 

The attendant said — 

" M. Baudoin, will you come in now ? M. Mayeur is 
disengaged." 

The old soldier entered the study. The registrar 
looked at him as he passed with a certain amount of 
curiosity. M. Mayeur smilingly pointed to a chair, placed 
his papers in order, and, turning to the clerk, said — 

" You may go now. Put all the files in order. Good- 
bye." 

The clerk gave a grimace, which might at will have 
been taken as a mark of politeness or of insolence, and 
withdrew. M. Mayeur, doubtless tired of questioning, 
looked steadily at Baudoin, and invited him to explain 
himself. 

" I undertook, monsieur, to inform you of whatever fresh 
might happen concerning the Vanves alFair. I have come to 
keep my promise." 

" Has something taken place of a nature to throw light 
on the affair ? " 

" A great deal has happened." 

" What ? " 

" A fire, a murder, and a robbery 1 " 

M. Mayeur's face lit up. 

" And where have these crimes been committed i " 

"At Ars, in the Aube." 

The magistrate's countenance darkened, as though the 
inner light which had just illumined it had died away. He 
said— 
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" In the Aube ? That is not within our jurisdiction, and 
does not concern us." 

" I beg your pardon ; it concerns us very much. For 
the people who have committed these crimes have also the 
Vanves affair to their credit, and it is for this affair, of which 
the other is only the consequence, that they are wanted." 

" Then you know them ? " 

"I do." 

" And you know where to lay hands on them ? " 

" No. But I can tell you how to do so." 

" So the affair we were so unfortunately obliged to shelve 
a couple of months ago is about to recommence ? Perhaps 
this time we shall be able to reach a satisfactory con- 
clusion ! " 

' " I maintain without the slightest hesitation that we shall 
succeed if you will do your duty." 

" I ? " exclaimed M. Mayeur, his face purple with 
agitation. " I ! After all the trouble I have had, and the 
humiliation I have endured." 

He felt that he was giving himself away. The passionate 
and ardent nature of the man disappeared, and the calm, cold 
nature of the magistrate resumed sway. 

With a sigh, he said — 

" Tell me everything in detail." 

Baudoin resumed one by one all the events that had 
taken place at Ars. He depicted the character of Madame 
Vignola, and of Agostini, and finally explained the dreaded 
intervention of Hans. Motionless, the magistrate listened, 
taking short notes from time to time. The time sped swiftly 
along, the sun as it sank tinged with a ruddy glow the 
waters of the Seine, and the veil of darkness had fallen when 
the magistrate ceased listening, and began to question. 

" So this Cesare Agostini is in Paris ? " 

" M. Graff, M. Marcel's uncle, has seen him, and M. 
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Marcel has spoken to him. It appears he is engaged to the 
daughter of M. Lichtenbach, the banker." 

" Lichtenbach ? A man in his position, with his fortune 
and relations ? Is it possible ? " 

" You will see. If you wish to know where Agostini 
lives, set a watch over Lichtenbach. They are hand and 
glove with one another." 

" And the woman Vignola ? " 

" Agostini will take you to her abode. And when you 
have the Vignola, you come to Hans, and the rest of the 
accomplices, if there are any. And I believe there is a whole 
gang of them ! " 

" And what will M. Marcel Baradier do ? " 

" Do not trouble about him ; he does not wish to appear 
in the matter. A mere question of scruples ! " 

" But suppose some attempt is made against him ? Does 
he not wish me to take precautions to assure his safety ? " 

" No. He is strong enough to protect himself. Besides 
I am with him." 

" And so was Laforlt." 

" Yes, that is true ; still, it is my master's wish — do not do 
any more than he asks you to undertake. I think you will 
be well pleased with the result. That has cost dear enough ! 
But if we can obtaimfengeance for the murder of my General 
and poor Lafor^t we shall be quits ! " 

" Very well," said the magistrate. " If I need you, M. 
Baudoin, where can I find you ? " 

" I am living with my master, M. Baradier." 

" Good. Now that you have been working so well, it is 
my turn. This gang will find that they have not been 
mocking at justice with impunity." 

" Ah ! This has been going on a considerable time, from 
what I understand at the War Office." 

" I shall put myself into relations with that Office ; 
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we will act in co-operation. Keep your courage up, and 
have good hopes, M. Baudoin ; the affair is about to start 
afresh." 

Baudoin, conducted to the door by the magistrate, went 
out into the passage, shook hands with the attendant, and 
left the building. Returning straight to the Rue de Provence, 
he mounted to Marcel's rooms. 

This evening he was seated in a small salon examining 
with minute care the plan for a machine at which he was 
working. On seeing Baudoin enter he placed the diagram 
on the table, looked at his visitor, and said— 

" You have just left ? " 

" Yes, M. Marcel." 

" You have seen the Minister ? " 

"Yes. At the very first words I uttered he was all 
attention. He wishes to see you, and affirms that the lady 
in question is a spy of the most dangerous category, who has 
had the police on her tracks for the past six years. That 
woman must have a number of crimes on her conscience." 

" That is not what I asked you," said Marcel. " Are 
they going to take measures to keep a watch on Agostini 
and his companions ? If so " 

The Minister told me that was the business of the 
Detective Department, and advised me to see Mr. Mayeur. 
I have just left him. Ah 1 he will not allow the affair 
to lag." 

« Good ! " 

The tinkling of a bell in the yard interrupted the con- 
versation. It was the signal for dinner, which, from time 
immemorial, had thus been announced every evening, as is 
the custom in the provinces. Marcel took off his coat, and 
replaced it by another, after which he made his way to the 
salon. On entering, his father. Uncle Graff, the two young 
ladies, and Madame Baradier, were already waiting before 

X 
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passing into the dining-room. More comfort than luxury- 
was evident everywhere ; not the slightest sign of ostenta- 
tion was manifest. Usually, dinner was the time when all 
the company related the events of the day. This evening 
one would have thought that nobody wished to speak. All 
the same, GrafF, when the joint was brought on the table, 
risked the remark — 

" The Bourse has been firmer to-day." 

" No great improvement 1 " growled Baradier. 

A deeper silence than before followed. But Uncle GrafF 
had the patience of a Lorraine, and he continued after a 
while — 

"I have received a letter from Cardez, in which he 
says they have reached the second floor of the new building. 
The Assurance Company has paid the claim. After all, 
everything has turned out for the best." 

" Are the workmen quiet now ? " asked Madame 
Baradier. 

" Poor creatures ! They were sorry for what they had 
done. But they were not responsible. It was the leaders 
of the strike I The deuce take them 1 " 

" Have they fixed upon a larger building-site for a new 
steam-engine ? " asked Baradier, who forgot his bad temper 
as soon as business was on the tapis. 

" Father," interrupted Marcel, " I should advise you to 
postpone this plan of yours. Something might happen 
which would cause the system of power employed in the 
works to be radically changed. Better wait a little." 

" Mere idle fancies and whims ! Some wild imprac- 
ticable invention, I suppose." 

" No," replied the young man, with warmth. " No 
idle fancy at all I My dear Genevieve, it would cover 
your father's name with glory, for it was he who had the 
idea of this invention first, and, indeed, if it is realizable, 
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as I believe will be found to be the case, it will bear his 
name." 

"Then this is something at which you have been 
working the last month ? " asked Baradier, inquisitively. 

" The last two years, father. It is on this application of 
the regulated explosive power of the Tr(5mont powder — you 
understand, regulated, that is the point — that I have been 
working with the General. We were on the point of 
success when he disappeared. But I was in possession of 
all the plans, sketches, and calculations we made together, 
and I have continued the work all alone." 

" And you think you have succeeded I " 

" I do." 

" And what result will you attain with your machine ? " 

" A substitute for coal, petroleum, and even electricity, 
in the production of force. That is to say, the suppression 
of magazines in war vessels, permitting them to increase to 
an indefinite extent their sphere of action. There would 
be no necessity for locomotives to be supplied with a tender, 
and in all industries coal need only be used for metallurgic 
and heating purposes." 

" Oh, oh ! " said Baradier. " And what will you put 
in the place of coal, petroleum, and electricity ? " 

" That, my dear father, is what I will tell you the day 
the patents have been taken all over the world." 

" When will you take them ? " 

" To-morrow, if you will advance me the forty thousand 
francs necessary," 

"I will give you them," exclaimed Uncle GrafF, with 
warmth. " I have confidence in you." 

" Who says I am not ready to advance the sum myself? " 
resumed Baradier. " I would do it merely to honour the 
memory of Tr6mont." 

" Very good, father j I warrant you have never advanced 
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money at better interest," said Marcel, joyfully. " It is a 
discovery calculated to completely change the methods of 
commerce, and yet it is the simplest thing in the world ! " 

" Like all "good inventions !" 

Baradier remained silent for a moment, and then 
said — 

"But the invention of this machine is connected with 
the discovery of the Tr^mont powders ? " 

« Yes, father." 

" And the powders have been stolen ? " 

A sad smile passed over Marcel's lips. 

" Yes, father, the powders have been stolen. The war 
powder, for instance, and it is very unfortunate. For the 
General intended to present France with this marvellous 
product, which would have assured for our army a supremacy 
of several years over the other Powers of Europe. Then 
you know what would have happened ; foreigners would 
have set to work, and either discovered or bought our secret, 
and equilibrium again have been restored. There will be no 
superiority for any one, since the formula of the Tr^mont 
war-powder will be given by me to-morrow to the War 
Office. That will establish equality. And if there is war, 
valour and intelligence will have to undertake the victory. 
As for the business powder, that is another matter. They 
may have stolen the formula, even manufactured it them- 
selves, but I defy them to find the means of using it for its 
destined purpose." 

" There is a secret about it ? " 

" Yes, which I discovered quite by chance when work- 
ing with the General. That is the peculiarity of this 
powder, which, under ordinary conditions, is destructive 
enough, being ignited by simple friction — in a word, very 
dangerous to use ; but which, employed according to our 
method, is under perfect control, and regulates its dynamic 
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effects, even to the movement of a pendulum, according to 
my pleasure." 

All present were listening attentively, thinking of the 
importance of this discovery, and the wretched fate of its 
initiator. M. Baradier said — 

" To-morrow you shall have your money. If the affair 
is worth merely the hundredth part of what you claim, 
Genevidve will be rich and. Trdmont world-famed." 

" As for the Explosives Company," added Graff, " it is 
in a bad way. Lichtenbach is likely to have met his match 
at last ! " 



CHAPTER III 

It was five months since Marcel had solemnly promised 
his father to break with his giddy companions, give up his 
fast life, and no longer set foot in the club, but, instead of all 
this, to work and obliterate the acts of folly he had previously 
committed. Scrupulously keeping his word, he withdrew to 
Ars, and only seldom appeared in Paris. So well had he 
worked that the result of his efforts were manifest. The 
Minister, after the conversation he had had with Marcel, 
had expressed himself to Baradier, concerning the young 
savant, in such terms that the father was quite disarmed. 
All these deprivations of rights, which he had patiently sub- 
mitted to, were now removed, and, not without considerable 
satisfaction, this fine young fellow of twenty-six years of 
age had resumed his former habits. 

The first time he appeared at the club he had been 
welcomed with open arms by his companions, young and 
old alike. 

"What has become of you ; we have seen nothing 
of you for several months ! Probably you have been 
travelling ? " 

Marcel replied that he had indeed been away from Paris, 
but added that he had been thinking seriously concerning 
gambling, and had determined to give up baccarat. 

" How often have I heard you talk in that way," said the 
Baron de Vergins. " All the same, you could not resist the 

310 
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temptation to play if you were in front of the baccarat- 
table a single quarter of an hour ! " 

" Come along, then, and you will see." 

They passed into the large room. Beneath the ceiling 
floated a grey mist of tobacco smoke, like a fog. 

On either side of the room was a green table, around 
which thronged a crowd of sour-visaged punters. 

" Ah ! You have two_ baccarat-tables now," remarked 
Marcel. 

" Yes ; it is an innovation. At the one the minimum 
stake is a louis ; at the other, it is ten francs. So that, when 
a punter has had a run of ill-luck at the large table, he goes 
to the small one to try and recoup, with the privilege of 
returning afterwards to the other, to lose once more what 
he may have won." 

" Very ingenious. A double sieve from which nothing 
escapes ! " 

He approached the large table, and his look immediately 
became fixed. In front of him, dealing the bank, he had 
just recognized Agostini. Impassive and smiling, a flower 
at his buttonhole, he gracefully distributed the cards at both 
tables. He did not see Marcel. With his sing-song voice 
he called out — 

« Cards ! " 

Marcel, addressing the Baron de Vergins, asked — 

" Who is the banker ? " 

" Count Cesare Agostini." 

" Newly joined the club ? " 

" For a time. Agreeable fellow, good fencer, and 
reckless player." 

"Is he lucky?" 

" Ah, no. He has very bad luck. Loses more than 
any one else, in fact," 

" Do you know anything about him ? " 
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" He was introduced by the Prince de Cystriano and 
M. Beltrand. The Agostini family is well known ; they 
are the younger branch of the great Italian family, the dukes 
of Briviesca," 

" Why do they receive so many foreigners at the club ? " 
asked Marcel, with a displeased air. 

"Ah, my dear friend, the club lives on them, so to 
speak. I know they make themselves as much at home 
here as at their hotel. It is not very pleasant for us. But 
what is there to be done ? The establishment must be 
kept going." 

" Has he any relations in Paris ? " asked Marcel, " A 
sister ? " 

" No ; he is unmarried, and has never been seen in the 
company of a lady," 

Marcel changed the conversation, made an excuse for 
leaving his companion, and went to the writing-room. 
Taking up a directory, he found a recent indication, hand- 
written as follows : " Count Cesare Agostini, 7 Rue du 
Colisde," It was something to know this address, though 
what he wanted was information respecting that mysterious 
woman, Anetta or Sophia, Madame Vignola or the Baroness 
Grodsko. What was Agostini to him besides that infinitely 
charming creature, who had suddenly become metamorphosed 
into a most dangerous monster. Her brother, really ? Her 
accomplice, without the slightest doubt. That was what he 
wished to know, and, at the risk of the greatest danger, he 
was determined to have his doubts removed. 

He had taken a seat in a large armchair, the back of 
which, turned towards the door, almost entirely concealed 
him. Two members of the club were writing letters. The 
quiet of this retired spot, the ticking of the timepiece, seemed 
to numb his faculties. The murmur of distant voices lulled 
him into a reverie. 
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Suddenly a quiver ran over him, and he listened atten- 
tively. The voice of Agostini had just joined in the 
conversation. 

" I have again lost two thousand louis. With the 
thousand yesterday, it is quite enough." 

He laughed, and one of his companions said — 

" You ought to hold off for a few days, Agostini ! It is 
useless being obstinate against ill-luck." 

" But if I did not play, what should I do ? It is my 
only distraction." 

" That was a beautiful lady, at the opera, to whom you 
introduced Colonel Derbaut the other night." 

Marcel's heart seemed to stop beating. He had a pre- 
sentiment that the woman in question was the one who was 
engaging his own attention so strongly. He could not hear 
Agostini's reply, and the other continued — 

" If she is no more than a compatriot of yours, I should 
be pleased to make her acquaintance." 

Agostini laughed, but made no promise. And Marcel 
said to himself: "His compatriot? An Italian? It is 
Anetta, I am sure of it. What is she doing here with 
this villain ? The army once more in danger, for she 
has made the acquaintance of Colonel Derbaut, a staff- 
officer." Meanwhile, he had lost the thread of the 
conversation, but a second sentence told him all that was 
necessary — 

" Very good ! To-night, at the opera ? " 

"Agreed!" 

Silence was restored. The members of the club con- 
tinued their correspondence. Marcel rose from his seat, 
sure that he was about to meet the pretended sister of 
Agostini. She was not in Italy, as the adventurer had had 
the audacity to tell him at the charity sale. She was in 
Paris and, without thinking of the past, engaged on some 
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fresh intrigue. Along whatever path she travelled she 
sovv^ed corruption, infamy, and death. 

Suddenly in Marcel's memory arose the smiling, tender 
image of Madame Vignola with that bewitching smile, 
and those clear, limpid eyes. Was it possible that such a 
creature should be a monster ? If so, then one greatly to 
be dreaded ! 

How can one help trusting in that exquisite gentleness 
which pervaded her whole person ? And yet, had she not 
betrayed him ? Had she not revealed the presence of the 
secret documents in the laboratory ? And that, too, with 
marvellous rapidity, and a skill scarcely compatible with 
honesty. He would have liked to free her from every 
suspicion which hung over her ; but was it possible ? 

Leaving the club, he returned to the bank, and, entering 
his father's study, found his uncle Graff, attentively reading 
an evening paper. The old man arose on seeing his 
nephew enter, and, holding the printed sheet out to him, 
said — 

" See here. Marcel, here is an article on this affair of 
ours. It is a report of a meeting of the Academy of Science, 
where Professor Marigot read his notice on the Tr6mont 
powder." 

Marcel carelessly took the journal. Without even glan- 
cing at it, he laid it on the desk. 

" Is that all the interest you take in the matter ? " ex- 
claimed the uncle. "You are not inquisitive about the 
effect produced by Marigot's oiBcial communication ? Very 
well, I will tell you what he says. The Globe has given 
up a whole column to the discovery, which it states is an 
important one, and it predicts, within a short date, a revolu- 
tion in the use of motive power. On the other hand, the 
Panache Blanc, Lichtenbach's journal, is dead against the 
invention, which it qualifies as a shamefaced imitation, 
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insinuating that it is simply the Dalgetty process, without 
the slightest change in the doses of the products." 

" What a brazen falsehood ! " Marcel exclaimed, unable 
to restrain himself. 

" Here is something better. At the Bourse a rumour has 
got abroad that the Explosives Company is in possession of 
the Trdmont patents, and the shares have begun to mount, in 
spite of the desperate efforts of the bears. Accordingly, our 
situation is saved, and, on the other hand, that of Lichten- 
bach seems to be in a terrible pass ! " 

" You do not expect me to get excited over that ? " 

" I do not, indeed. But your father, who for the past 
three months has hardly been able to sleep, is now happy and 
smiling. He has just gone to Aubervilliers to examine a 
plot of land, covering seven acres, which has been offered 
to us, and which would be the very spot for constructing 
the works necessary. He is especially pleased at owing this 
result to you. Though not very expansive, he is enthusiastic 
and warm-hearted, and exceedingly proud to be obliged to 
confess that you are so 'gifted. Up to the present, it is 
Tr6mont that has been mentioned, but, when it is known 
that it is you who brought the affair to its completion, and 
your name is in everybody's mouth, as soon will be the case, 
then you will see your father expand." 

Marcel made no reply. He walked to and fro in the 
study, with so absent-minded an air that Graff exclaimed — 

" What a strange fellow you are 1 And yet you must 
be well pleased with what I have been telling you. Though 
you will scarcely listen to me. What is the matter with 
you?" 

The young man shook his head, and, with an attempt 
at a smile, said — 

" There is nothing the matter with me. Uncle Graff. 
What do you expect me to say ? " 



3i6 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

" Ah ! Perhaps you have no suspicion of the plans 
Baradier has been forming for you. He explained them to 
me this very morning. We are going to put Marcel at the 
head of the wrorks as director. At the same time he shall be 
one of the managing directors of the Explosives Company we 
are about to completely reorganize. You see, Marcel, you 
are about to play a very important rtle in life at twenty-six 
years of age. And your father added, ' If he will marry, I 
shall no longer have anything to wish for. He will have 
satisfied me in everything.' What do you think of the idea ? 
I believe he was thinking of Genevieve de Trdmont. What 
will your reply be ? " 

Marcel replied quietly — 

" Nothing whatever, Uncle GrafF," 

The old man touched Marcel on the shoulder, and, 
looking attentively at him, said — 

" I do not understand you. Marcel ; there is something 
you are hiding from me. Have you seen the woman of 
Ars again ? " 

This time, the young man broke out — 

" No, I have not seen her ; but I know she is in Paris. 
I know where I shall see her this evening. Uncle GrafF, I 
intend to have the key to this living enigma." 

" Ah ! My child, there is no enigma ; she is simply a 
villain, nothing more ! How anxious you make me in still 
troubling yourself with this woman ! Take care ! You 
know how dangerous she and her companions are. Re- 
member the poor General, and this brave fellow killed at 
Ars. Just inform the police, she will be arrested, and all 
will be over." 

"If I were certain she were as guilty as you suspect 
her to be, I would do so. Though it is not very gallant to 
give up a woman." 

" What 1 Chivalry with such people ? " 
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" But I have my doubts, Uncle GrafF. I cannot make 
up my mind to condemn her unheard." 

" Yes ! In a word, you wish to see her again. Don't 
tell me any idle stories ; I am not so stupid as to be taken in 
by them. She still holds you in her power. And you are 
about to risk being murdered, in some dark corner or other, 
for the pleasure of being deceived once more by such a 
traitress." 

" Uncle GrafF, no one will kill me at the opera. It is 
there I rely on seeing her to-night." 

" Are you in earnest ? " 

" Have you disposed of your orchestra stall ? " 

" No." 

" Very well, give it to me." 

" Promise me you will do nothing extravagant, and that 
if this woman wants you to accompany her, you will not 
do so." 

" No ; I cannot promise that. But I will be on my 
guard all the same. Agostini shall not knock me over like 
a pigeon." 

" Take a good revolver with you." 

" Certainly." 

" Ah ! Man Dieu ! And I was feeling so happy ! " 
groaned the old man. Suppose you take Baudoin with 
you ? " 

" Under no pretext. Be assured, however, I am running 
no risk this time. Later on, we shall see." 

The arrival of Baradier cut the conversation short. 
Marcel returned home to dress before dinner. 

That evening the Walkyrte was being given at the 
opera. When Marcel reached his stall, the second act 
was commencing. The domestic troubles of Wotan, the 
Scandinavian Jupiter, with Fricka, a real Juno without her 
peacock, possessed only a slight interest for the young man. 



3i8 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

Turning round, he leaned his elbow on the back of his 
stall, and looked about him. Slowly, the boxes began to 
fill, as though the subscribers had only decided to come 
at all because they had paid dearly for the privilege. Up 
above in the amphitheatre was a sea of eager faces turned on 
to the stage. There was the real amateur and artistic public. 

But Marcel was not looking for critical observations as 
to the musical capacity of the different auditors of a masterly 
piece, rather for the face of a woman. Nowhere could he 
catch a glimpse of the beautiful profile of Madame Vignola. 
Two side boxes on the right of the actors still remained un- 
occupied. And Marcel, again turning towards the stage, 
kept a watch on them. 

Towards the end of the act the sound of an opening 
door drew his attention. He saw a light appear in one of 
the side boxes, then a vague uncertain form appeared in its 
velvet frame. The door closed again, the background again 
darkened, and a woman, clothed in white, dicoUetie, and 
wearing a necklace of beautiful pearls, came to the front of 
the box. As her face was turned away from Marcel he 
could not distinguish her features. Still, what relation could 
there be between this vigorous brunette and the blonde and 
languishing Anetta ? Strength, where he had found grace. 
No. This could not be the one. 

As the curtain fell amidst a tempest of cheers, and the 
artists reappeared on the stage to bow their acknowledgments, 
the lady turned round, in such a way as to face Marcel, 
who, stupefied, recognized the look of the one he loved. He 
might have been mistaken in everything else, but not in the 
languishing look which formed so delightful a contrast with 
that mocking smile and imperious brow. He examined her 
attentively, without her being aware that she was observed. 
But what grief he felt at being obliged to recognize her in 
such a disguise ! 
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Was not the very fact of this metamorphosis, the most 
complete of confessionals ? Why, if not to disarm curiosity, 
these changes, in head-dress, in the colour of the hair, and 
the expression of the face ? What was this comedy she was 
playing, and when ? Was it at Ars that she was painted 
and disguised, or at the opera ? 

Marcel arose. All around him were leaving their 
seats. Madame Vignola was no longer in front of the box. 
Marcel counted the number of boxes. This one was the 
fourth after the passage. Standing behind a column, he kept 
watch. 

This self-imposed waiting seemed interminable to him. 
The passers-by irritated him, he replied to a few bows, but 
avoided shaking hands with any one. Finally, the door of 
the box opened, and Agostini and an elderly man, wearing 
the rosette of the Legion d'Honneur, appeared. The count 
and his companion made their way towards the grand stair- 
case, before Marcel, who had his back turned to them, and 
disappeared. Then the young man opened the door of the 
box, and entered. 

The spectator was seated on the sofa. Marcel closed 
the door, and walked up to her. Turning her head, she 
looked at the intruder, and said, without the faintest 
agitation — 

" You are in the wrong box, sir." 

He replied ironically — 

" No, madame, there is no mistake, if I am in the 
presence of Madame Vignola, unless you are the Baroness 
Grodsko." 

At these words, the young woman's face appeared fright- 
fully agitated. Her eyes turned pale, and her lips trembled. 

" Whose name is that you have uttered ? " she murmured, 
in unsteady accents. 

" Evidently one of your own ! So far as I can judge, 
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you change names, according to circumstances, just as you 
change faces, according to the men you associate with." 

"I do not understand what you mean. Once more I 
say, you are mistaken, retire." 

" No ! I shall wait here till Count Agostini returns. 
We will have an explanation in his presence. He, at any 
rate, will not be able to deny his identity. And that will 
help to establish yours." 

Rising from her seat, and no longer taking the trouble to 
deny, she said — 

" And he will kill you ! Wretched man, leave here at 
once, without a moment's delay. You do not know what 
dangers you are running 1 " 

" I know them quite well. General Tr^mont is dead, 
LaborSt, the police agent, is dead, and so, doubtless, are 
many others who have resisted your fancies or intrigues. 
And if I, too, do not yield, you will try to compass my 
death also. But, before that happens, I will know who and 
what you are." 

The woman's countenance darkened. Raising her beau- 
tiful arm, she said in tragic tones — 

" Do not attempt it ! You will never succeed 1 " 

" Still, I have made a beginning," he said madly, " Spy — 
thief — actress ; yes, actress even in love ! " 

She did not appear to have heard the other insults he 
hurled at her, but from this last one, she recoiled. Blushing, 
she seized Marcel by the arm, and fixed on him a pair of 
eyes which seemed to flame with passion, 

" No ! I have not lied ! Don't believe that of me ! Do 
not accuse me of having been false in love. I did love you ! 
Can you think otherwise ? Accuse me of whatever you 
wish, it matters little to me ! We shall never see one 
another again, you hear ! — never see one another again in 
this world. Therefore, believe what I now swear to you : 
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I loved you ; I still love you ! I have never loved any one as 
I have loved you, and that is why I shall never see you again. 
Do not attempt to understand or to fathom my secrets ; they 
would cause your death. Content yourself with what you 
know of me, and with the fact that you have not paid for it 
with your life. Become blind when I pass by your side ; 
deaf, whenever my name is mentioned. Do not enter the 
darkness in which I am shrouded. Oh ! Marcel, my loved 
one, go away, do not suspect me of having lied to you. 
Clasped in your arms, your lips pressed against mine, I told 
the truth, I " 

She stopped. Tears shone in her eyes, and her beautiful 
arms are flung around Marcel's neck. He felt himself 
pressed to her throbbing bosom, the fire of her eyes blinded 
him, and he shuddered at the contact of that ardent mouth 
pressed to his own in a delirium of delight. Amid her sighs, 
he heard the word "Adieu I" and found himself near the 
door. There, her embrace relaxed, and he stood dazed and 
maddened in the passage, amidst the spectators who were 
returning to their seats. Taking up his coat, and staggering 
along like a man intoxicated, he obeyed his mysterious love, 
and left the theatre. 

He no longer doubted. That cry, " I love you still ! " 
was sincere. She was not lying when she confessed her 
love. Besides, why had she driven him away from her, if 
not inspired by the passionate fright of the woman who 
trembles lest her loved one meet his death. Then it was 
some strange will, superior to her own, which had compelled 
her to fascinate him, and which was again controlling her 
in the performance of some dark, mysterious deed or other ! 
That he was, and must remain, ignorant of. 

On reaching the Place de I'Op^ra, he felt calmer. The 
open air did him good. But the memory of those glorious 
eyes, and that quivering voice, as she held him in her arms, 

Y 
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came back to him with painful intensity. Ah 1 What a 
woman ! 

But she was a monster of corruption and depravity. He 
had told her so without the slightest protest. She was, 
beyond doubt, an accomplice in several murders ; perhaps 
even that white and delicate hand of hers had itself been 
stained in blood ! She was the secret agent of threatenirrg 
hostility and venal treason. Her beauty, grace, and intelli- 
gence were so many attractions which served to captivate her 
dupes. Her love was only a means to an end. 

A feeling of revolt came over him. He said to himself, 
" Really, I am too much of a coward. The attraction this 
woman exercises over me is taking away my moral faculty ! 
At the very moment she appears in such a despicable light 
before me, I yet love her. And yet, I scarcely know her. 
She loved me ; that is the reason she left me, unwilling as 
she was to ruin me ! " He laughed in a nervous fashion, and 
thought, "Very soon, I shall be obliged to feel grateful 
towards her ! And yet she is an infamous wretch. Yes ; 
but how beautiful ! " 

A prey to these contradictory thoughts, he reached the 
Rue de Province, and immediately retired to rest. The 
following morning, when he awoke, he was astonished to 
find his uncle Graff at his bedside. It was eight o'clock. 
He had had a dreamless sleep. The old man, feeling un- 
easy, had been turning over and over in his bed, and, at 
daybreak, had not been able to resist the desire of making 
sure that nothing had happened to Marcel. For some time 
he had been watching his nephew sleep, and now he wished 
to question him, but, finding him silent, or evasive in his 
answers, he abandoned all hope of learning anything just 
then, and called on Baradier for a cup of coffee. He had 
left his room, fasting, and was dying of hunger. 

The same morning, in Lichtenbach's study, about ten 
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o'clock, Agostini and Hans were engaged in a tke-a-tke 
with the banker. Count Cesare was sitting in dreamy 
attitude, smoking a cigarette. Hans, impassive, was listening 
to Elias, who was speaking in even a duller voice than 
usual. 

"The situation is certainly serious for you," he was 
saying, " but for me it is becoming very grave. Relying 
on your information, I undertook a bear campaign, which 
was to place the Explosives Company in my hands, by per- 
mitting of my redeeming the shares for a mere trifle. It 
happens that my closest rivals, and deadly enemies, the firm 
of Baradier and GrafF, have undertaken the counter-part of 
my operations, and all my efforts to shake them off have 
been unavailing. Then, I did not understand the causes of 
their firmness, but now I do. The notice read at the 
Academy of Science gives me the key to their calculations. 
They are in possession of the secret you have failed to find. 
They are in a position to exploit the Tr6mont powder, and 
the Dalgetty patent is worth nothing ! This is the net 
result of all your intrigues. You have indeed something to 
be proud of ! " 

" What will all this cost you ? " asked Agostini, coldly. 

" How much will it cost me ? " exclaimed the banker, 
furiously. "Almost all I possess ! You seem to look at 
things in a very philosophical light ! It is easy to say to a 
man one has ruined, ' How much has it cost you ? ' Can I 
rely on my physical attractions ? To have money I must 
work, and it has been so with me for the past forty years ! " 

" Come, Lichtenbach," said Hans, " don't cry about it. 
We are aware that you will lose considerably, in case the 
affair does not succeed. But there will be something left. 
I will offer you ten million francs for whatever remains, if 
)'ou like ! " 

" Stupid rogues as you are ! " exclaimed Elias. " You 
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are speaking of what you know nothing about ! This filthy 
aiFair of yours, managed by such silly dolts, has cost me the 
labour of half my life, and even more — my pride I For I, who 
have always had the upper hand of Baradier and Graff, am 
now at their mercy. Your famous Sophia has, indeed, been 
brilliant in this matter ! A man-eater who has never failed. 
A flower of rottenness, one need only breathe to be intoxi- 
cated, such corrupting ferments does she exhale ! A simple 
young man is given into her hands ; a mere child's-play for 
her, and here she remains, inactive and powerless, either 
unable or unwilling to make him give up his secret. Mean- 
while, I have been losing all my money. You idiots ! 
You stupid rascals 1 Will you give me back my money ? 
I know of nothing in the world more despicable than an 
imbecile bandit 1 And that is what you are, both of you, 
and your Sophia into the bargain 1 " 

Hans' countenance remained unchanged. Agostini, with 
sombre look, flung away his cigarette, and said — 

"There is some truth in what you say, Lichtenbach, 
so I will overlook your insolent words. But for that, I 
would have made you pay dearly for what you have just 
said." 

" Not another word ! " growled Lichtenbach. "I defy 
you 1 " 

" You will be foolish to do so," continued the Italian. 
"A Count Cesare Agostini will not receive a gratuitous 
insult from a Lichtenbach." 

" Gratuitous ? Indeed ! " 

" Come ! Peace ! " said Hans, in tones of authority. 
"We are not here to exchange compliments with one another, 
but to find some solution to the difficulty. It is true the 
Baroness has failed. We know the reason now, when it 
is too late. She has been stupid enough to fall in love with 
this young man, and has only half accomplished her mission. 
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When she led him on to talk confidentially to her, she was 
afraid that he would despise her later on. To sum up, the 
coup failed. The young man is now on his guard ; he 
will say nothing more, unless I undertake, as a last resource, 
to question him. For the present, however, the situation 
is as follows : We possess an excellent patent, similar, as 
regards the composition of the powder, to the one taken 
under the name of Tr^mont. But we are in ignorance of 
the trick of working it. Our powder is a brutal explosive. 
The Tr^mont powder is graduated in action. There is 
the real value of the discovery. Under these conditions, 
Dalgetty could establish a claim, and accuse of counterfeit 
the exploiters of the Trdmont patent, which was taken out 
after ours. The result — scandal, trial, blackmailing. This 
is the line we must follow, and it may serve as a means for 
a settlement." 

" In what way ? " asked Lichtenbach, interested. 

" By sending a trusty ambassador to Baradier and Graff 
to offer them terms of peace." 

" They will not accept 1 " 

" How do you know ? It all depends on the manner in 
which the proposal is made ; you may have to concede to 
them both material and moral advantages, in order to reach 
a fusion of the two affairs." 

" That would mean safety, and even triumph ! " 
exclaimed Lichtenbach. "Just let me get them into my 
power, and they shall not escape so easily ! " 

" Then I will rely upon you ! Ah ! You sly rogue, 
you have come back to life again." 

" The fact is, the idea of being their dupe was killing 
me ! The whole of my life would have been spent in vain ! 
Ever since I have been in Paris, I have only had one desire — 
to injure them ! Give up this joy ! I could not ! Whom 
shall I send them ? " 
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" A priest," insinuated Agostini. 

" The Abb6 d'Escayrac, if he would do me this service ! 
Fine idea ! He well knows how to lull one's conscience 
by moulding a man's intelligence to his will. But what 
can we offer Baradier and Graff? " 

"Anything you imagine they might decently accept. 
What will it cost you ? Have you not a daughter ? She 
has been carefully brought up, and is of an amiable dis- 
position, so I am told." 

"Weill" 

" Offer her to young Baradier, with an enormous dowry. 
If Sophia were only willing, she would arrange the matter 
well enough ! " 

This time, Agostini manifested symptoms of violent 
discontent. He brought his hand down forcibly on the 
table, and, looking at the others with murderous eyes, 
said — 

" And what is to become of me in this combination ? 
Are you forgetting that Mademoiselle Lichtenbach is my 
affianced wife ? " 

" The engagement can easily be broken," replied Hans, 
coldly. 

" Do you intend to jest with me ? " 

" I never jest with any one to no purpose." 

" Then you are seriously thinking of overthrowing all 
my plans ? " 

" What use will your plans be to you, if Lichtenbach is 
ruined ? Besides, you silly fellow, do you think Elias is a 
man likely to trouble himself with you, if you are no longer 
of any use to him ? Already you have gone down several 
notches in his esteem. If an arrangement has to be made 
with you, we will offer you money. I know where to 
find it." 

The handsome Italian laid his hand on his heart. 
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" And what compensation will be large enough to 
satisfy me ? " 

" Ah, ah ! " jeered Hans. " We are well aware that 
your conscience is as tender as it is delicate ! " 

Lichtenbach, who had remained silent, after hearing the 
suggestion concerning his daughter, now said — 

" A Baradier marry a Lichtenbach ! Is it possible ? 
Never would the Graffs and Baradiers consent to such a 
thing ! For my own part, I ought to protest with all my 
might against such a proposal." 

He remained silent, as though absorbed in thought, and 
then said slowly — 

" Still, my daughter is well worthy of entering such a 
family. They are honest people, after all ! And she is a 
charming and proud child. If only they would consent ! 
My daughter would be certain of a happy future. She 
would have a peaceful and tranquil life. These Baradiers 
are honest and respectable, after all ! If they would receive 
my daughter as their own, they would treat her well, and 
she would not be the prey of an adventurer! True, I hate 
them, and wish to do them harm, for all the humiliations 
they have inflicted on me. But if they would accept my 
daughter ! " 

A tear shone on the cheek of this hardened man — a tear 
more precious than a diamond, for it owed its source to a 
father's love. Hans interrupted the scene ; he was not a 
man to understand such tender feelings. 

" So you adopt my plan ? You will make an attempt 
at conciliation with our opponents. Offer them what you 
like, that is your own affair, and if we succeed, we will 
unite the two patents. You alone carry on the transaction, 
though, naturally, you reserve us our share. You see, this 
young Count Cesare might turn out troublesome. Is it 
agreed upon ? " 
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"Yes." 

Hans and Agostini took their leave. Elias walked to 
and fro about his study, then he proceeded to his daughter's 
room. Marianne was seated near the window overlooking 
the garden, working. She rose on seeing her father appear. 
Wearing a blue dressing-gown ornamented with quipure 
lace, her fair hair tied up in bands, she had about her a 
kind of virgin gentleness, which caused her father's heart to 
swell with love and tenderness. Sitting by her side, he drew 
her near to himself, and entered into conversation. 

"You have now been settled down here some considerable 
time. Are you satisfied ? Is everything progressing as you 
wish ? " 

" Yes, father, I should be very ungrateful if I were not 
satisfied. You let me do whatever I want. But I hope 
you are well pleased yourself, also." 

" Certainly, little one, and I wish us always to remain 
so. But, you know, some day we shall be obliged to 
separate." 

Marianne looked serious ; her smile vanished. 

" A day in the distant future, father ; there is no hurry." 

" You will marry. Would you not like to be married ? " 

" That will depend on the husband." 

A silence followed. The controller of men felt ill at 
ease before this child, whose future he had disposed of by 
calculation. He did not dare speak to her of Agostini, 
whom he had introduced to her, and praised in her presence 
only the night before. It was Marianne who took it upon 
herself to explain the precise situation of things. 

"I am rather troubled, I confess, at the favour you 
accord this young Italian count, and at the way in which 
you speak to me of him." 

" My dear child ! " exclaimed Lichtenbach. 

" No ! Let me continue," interrupted Marianne. 
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" Afterwards you may praise your candidate as much as you 
like. But allow me to speak to you quite freely. Your 
protege's conduct and habits make me uneasy. He does not 
seem to me frank ; he is too polite, and full of compliments. 
There is something suspicious about this man who is 
always smiling and flattering. Besides, his voice has no 
genuine ring about it. His cold, cruel looks belie his 
handsome face and gentle words. Lastly, dear father, he is 
a foreigner. Are there no more Frenchmen to marry in 
France that one should be obliged to look for a fiance 
for one's daughter on the other side of the frontier ? He is 
a count, but I have no ambition in that direction. He does 
not work, and I should not care to marry any one without 
business of any kind. Papa, if you wish to please me and 
consult my tastes, you will choose another suitor. Your 
daughter is something to you — that you have often given 
me to understand ; you have, perhaps, insisted rather too 
much on the fact, for I might have formed too good an 
opinion of myself. Luckily, I am reasonable and modest 
in my demands. Do not marry me to an idle man, who is 
also ambitious and wicked. If you want me to be free from 
anxiety, send away this handsome Italian. He is not the 
man for me ! " 

Lichtenbach smiled good-humouredly and said — 

« Then who is ? " 

Marianne blushed, but made no reply. 

" Ah, ah ! " continued Lichtenbach. " So there is a 
secret, is there? Better tell your father all about it, little 
one. Have you met some one you like, my dear ? Tell 
me everything ; don't be afraid. You know very well I will 
do nothing opposed to your wishes. If you do not like 
Agostini, why did you not tell me so sooner ? Come, now, 
tell me all ! " 

With downcast head, she said-^ 
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" No, no ! It is useless. I have only one wish — to stay 
by your side just as I am. I shall be very happy." 

" You are not telling me the truth," exclaimed Lich- 
tenbach, excitedly. " You must tell me what you mean. 
Do you imagine there are difficulties in the way ? Yes ? Of 
what kind ? Is it some one I know ? " 

" Let us say nothing more on the subject, father," said 
Marianne. " I was wrong in introducing the subject. It 
can be nothing but a painful one for both yourself and 
myself. You had given me warning. But it was too late. 
The subject shall never be brought up again between us ; 
that I promise you." 

" You could not speak to me otherwise if it were my 
greatest enemy. Is it so ? " 

He did not utter the name of Baradier, but Marianne 
read it upon his lips. She raised her eyes up to her father's 
face, as though to ask pardon from him for what he must 
consider a kind of treason. She did not, however, find in 
his countenance that angry and threatening expression she 
dreaded to see there. He was passive and calm, and sat there 
for a moment without uttering a word. Then, in accents 
of great deliberation, he asked — 

" We are thinking of Marcel Baradier, are we not ? 
Yes, it must be he. I was wrong to let you visit Genevieve 
de Tr^mont. That was very imprudent on my part. 
However, it cannot be helped now. We must try to 
arrange matters." 

" Arrange matters ! " stammered Marianne. 

" Yes, my dear child. We must make an attempt. I 
would do anything to make you happy." 

" Forget your bitter feelings of the past ? " 

" I will try to make the Baradiers forget theirs." 

" Oh, father, dear father ! "i 

She flung her arms around his neck with such a burst of 
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joy, that Lichtenbach turned pale with shame. For the 
first time in his life, he had a very clear impression of the 
significance of a cowardly action, doubtless, because his 
victim in this case was his own daughter. At the same 
time, he felt that the evil deeds of a whole lifetime ac- 
cumulate, and that, at some time or other, the interest must 
be paid, in humiliation and suffering. He looked at 
Marianne tenderly, and said, in accents of sincerity — 

"Ah I is it so serious as that ? Very well, my child, 
I will do everything possible to make you happy." 

After kissing her, he returned to his room, ordered his 
carriage, and drove away to call on the Abb6 d'Escayrac. 



CHAPTER IV 

About five o'clock Madame Baradier had just returned, and 
was reading in her small salon ; her daughter, Amdlie, and 
Genevieve de Tr6mont were working at the table, chatting 
pleasantly the while, when the servant entered, and said — 

" There is a priest here, who wishes to speak to you, 
madame." 

Madame Baradier, lady patroness of several charitable 
institutions, was continually receiving appeals to her gene- 
rosity. She made no distinction between the clergy and 
the laity, but received all with equal benevolence. Accord- 
ingly, she ordered the visitor to be showed in. The first 
glance she gave him showed her a fine, intelligent face, 
the general aspect being rather that of a fashionable and 
carefully dressed priest. The first words he uttered con- 
firmed this judgment — 

" Madame," said the visitor, " I am the Abb6 d'Escayrac, 
secretary of the Issy establishment, which is under the lofty 
patronage of the Bishop of Andropolis." 

" Superior of the Absolutionists, unless I am mistaken." 

" You are not mistaken, madame." 

" What can I do for your work, Monsieur I'Abbd ? " 

" You can do much, madame. But, first of all," — here 
the Abb^ lowered his voice — " I have information of special 
importance to communicate to you, and it might be better, 
if you have no objection, if we were alone," 

33* 
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" As you please, Monsieur I'Abb^." 

The two girls had been well brought up. On a look 
from Madame Baradier, they arose, bowed, and left the 
room. 

" You may now speak freely. Monsieur I'Abb^." 

" I am well aware, madame, how you are animated by 
a sincere Christian fervour," continued the priest, " and it 
is on the certainty that all apostolic work must receive your 
cordial assistance that my mission is based. As you know, 
we are devoted heart and soul to the service of the poor. 
Poverty and misery, nay, even vice itself, have an exclusive 
claim on our interest and attention. To us a criminal is a 
brother we try to restore to the path of virtue, just as we 
use our best efforts to save a sick man. In this way a vast 
amount of misfortune and crime is revealed to us. We 
are the confidents of the most painful of physical vices, the 
most lamentable of moral back-slidings. We offer help to 
all, without exception, and often serve as intermediaries 
between those who have the power to punish and those 
who wish to be spared. We are never deaf to repentance, 
and try to turn it to the advantage of our holy religion." 

He spoke with grave earnestness, and an insinuating 
voice, turning on one side the obstacles in the way, pre- 
paring his ground, and gradually attempting to win over to 
his side the intelligence of the wife, so as to make of her an 
ally against the husband. Madame Baradier, astonished at 
this lengthy introduction, was beginning to wonder what 
was the meaning of it all, so she asked — 

" Is it pecuniary help you want. Monsieur I'Abb^ ? If 
so, you will find us very sympathetically disposed towards 
your work." 

" We shall be very grateful, madame, for whatever you 
may do for us, but money is not at present the object of my 
visit. Recently, we have founded in the Var an important 
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establishment, where we propose, in imitation of other 
powerful religious orders, to open a business establishment. 
To facilitate our efforts, we have received very important 
assistance. We are full of gratitude towards those who 
have helped us, and, the opportunity of doing them a service 
now offering itself, I, your humble servant, have been 
appointed to bring to you a message of conciliation from 
a man who, for many years, has been in a state of hostility 
with your family, but who now wishes to end his life in 
concord and peace." 

Madame Baradier, for the last few minutes, had been 
manifesting serious symptoms of uneasiness. She saw that 
the interview was assuming a form which did not please 
her; accordingly, she cut short the speech of the amiable 
Abb6, and said — 

"Will yoii kindly tell me what you wish, Monsieur 
I'Abb^ ? The man's name will, I believe, explain the affair 
far better." 

The young priest smiled ; and, with the suppliant look 
of a martyr, he said — 

" I am a minister of charity and pardon, madame. The 
man's name is M. Lichtenbach." 

" I suspected it." 

"Am I to imagine that his personality will render all 
understanding impossible, even in the interests of religion ? " 

" It is not my place to form such a resolution. Monsieur 
l'Abb6. I cannot forget that there are in this house two 
men who are alone entitled to reply : my husband and my 
brother. Permit me to call them," 

" I am at your disposal, madame." 

"No. Monsieur I'Abb^, do not speak so. Whatever 
happens, be sure that we all rightly appreciate the mission 
of conciliation you have accepted. We shall not confound 
the mission with its agent." 
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Bowing to the priest, she left the room. The Abb6 
remained motionless in his armchair, buried in thought. 
He was fulfilling a mission useful to his order in a double 
sense. No preoccupation foreign to his religious duties 
troubled him. He rightly appreciated Elias, but the evan- 
gelical spirit would not allow him to neglect the salvation 
of even the most despicable of men. Had not Christ per- 
mitted the kiss of Judas? Did not the Holy Father lave 
the feet of the filthiest of beggars ? Besides, the interests 
of the Church inspired him. The door opened, and Graff 
appeared. Coming up to the young Abb6, he bowed — 

"My sister, Madame Baradier, has just informed me 
of your presence. Monsieur I'Abb^. My brother-in-law, 
Barassin, is busy in the office, and begs to be excused. 
Besides, I have full permission to act as I think best. 
Will you explain ? " 

" Has not Madame Baradier told you ? " 

" In a few hasty words. You are sent by Lichtenbach ? 
Good ! That does not astonish us in the least. So long 
as he was the stronger, he did us all the harm he could. 
Now that we have the upper hand, he is trying to stop the 
game. Let us hear what he wants." 

M. d'Escayrac smiled. 

" It is pleasant to talk to you, monsieur ; one knows at 
once where one is going." 

" Very well, Monsieur I'Abb^ ; since you know, proceed 
at once to facts," 

"By chance, your firm and that of Lichtenbach have 
met on the same ground concerning the exploitation of a 
patent," 

" You call that chance ? Good ! Good ! As for the 
'same ground,' there is some truth in that, since, in order 
to obtain the patent in question, they have exploded a house, 
that of one of our friends ; set fire to a manufactory, our 
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own ; assassinated two men, and risked killing several 
others. It is a 'ground' sprinkled with blood, Monsieur 
I'Abbd 1 But, still, it is that abominable ' same ground ! ' " 

The priest crossed his hands with an expression of 
horror. 

"Monsieur, I knew nothing of what you are now 
revealing to me. Were it any one but yourself who were 
speaking, I should think he had taken leave of his senses. 
It is impossible that the man, in whose name I am here, 
should have committed the frightful acts you now reproach 
him with." 

" Let us understand one another," replied Uncle Graff, 
eagerly. "I do not accuse Lichtenbach of having shed 
blood. He is incapable of it for several reasons, the best 
of which is that he would not dare to do such a thing. 
But the patent of which you speak has been obtained by 
the means I have just informed you of. Monsieur I'Abb^, 
you have been beguiled into a disagreeable enterprise. Still, 
in us you have to deal with those who have too much respect 
for religion for you to need to fear any responsibility. You 
may explain yourself without any further beating about the 
bush. Whatever may be said between us will not be re- 
peated. After all, this interview may have some useful 
result, who knows ? " 

"I have no doubt whatever of that," said the Abb6, 
considerably troubled all the same. " Oh, monsieur, how 
pleased I am to have to discuss the interests entrusted to my 
charge with so benevolent a man as yourself! God be 
praised ! If possible, we will bring about a perfect under- 
standing. If only you knew what I myself dread ! In 
very truth, M. Lichtenbach is not so responsible for all that 
has happened as you suppose. He is not his own master 
in this matter ; he has to deal with powerful personages, 
who will not lay down their arms, and who, I am afraid. 
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will have recourse to the most extreme measures to obtain 
the supremiacy over you." 

" We have nothing to fear ! " 

" There are poisoned weapons which will kill even the 
most invulnerable. Be on your guard, monsieur, against 
the plots to which your adversaries at bay may have re- 
course. I speak to you in all sincerity. I was not aware 
of the past, but I have been terrified at the glimpse into the 
future that has been permitted me." 

" By whom ? Lichtenbach ? " 

" Oh ! He was terrified himself, and begged me to 
come and speak to you, simply knowing me to be one 
whose character could offer him sufficient guarantee for 
discretion. I can assure you that in him you no longer 
have an enemy to deal with. Of that he is ready to give 
you whatever proof you wish." 

"He is deceiving you. Monsieur I'Abb^. You have 
been his dupe, and know him well. What does he want ? " 

"He proposes the complete fusion of the two enter- 
prises by the exploitation of the two patents. Though the 
Dalgetty is previous to the Tr^mont patent, the two dis- 
coveries, being almost similar, shall be considered as equal." 

" What is that ? " exclaimed Uncle Graffl " Lichtenbach 
is, indeed, very kind. One is genuine, the other counter- 
feit. The Tr6mont patent is the result of work and intel- 
ligence ; the Dalgetty patent is the result of fraud and 
theft." 

" My dear sir," exclaimed the Abb^, uneasily, " official 
declarations are a guarantee of faith. One cannot go against 
facts. The Dalgetty was taken out by an English company 
before the Tr^mont," 

" And how does that affect us ? The Dalgetty has no 
value ; those who have sent you here are well aware of 
that fact. We have them in our power, I tell you ; they 

z 
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can do nothing. Their patent is not worth the money they 
have spent in taking it out. For months past Lichtenbach 
and ourselves have been adversaries over the Explosives 
Company. We hold the right end, that he well knows. 
He will soon have to undertake a liquidation. And then ? " 

" He offers to stop his bear operations." 

" He cannot continue them any longer." 

" He will take at half price the shares of the Explosives 
of which you are the holders, and pay for them at once." 

" I dare say he will ; they will rise at a leap to two 
hundred francs each ! " 

"He is ready to offer you a pledge of his frank and, 
henceforth, invariable co-operation. If, in your family, 
you had a person belonging to his family, if an alliance 
united your common interests, would you not consider that 
an absolute guarantee of his sincere cessation of enmity 
against you ? " 

Graff turned pale, but succeeded in mastering his 
emotions, and, wishing to know his opponent's inmost 
thoughts, he said — 

"Who is the person in question on Lichtenbach's 
side?" 

" Mademoiselle Marianne, his daughter." 

" And on ours ? " 

" Your nephew, M. Baradier." 

" So these two would be married, and Baradier, Graff, 
and Lichtenbach would form one single family." 

" I do not know whether or not you are acquainted with 
Mademoiselle Lichtenbach. She is a charming young lady, 
brought up under the loftiest religious influences, and cal- 
culated to offer your nephew the most serious guarantees of 
happiness possible. It would be a joy to us to have con- 
tributed to the reconciliation of former enemies, separated 
by quarrels, which might, doubtless, easily be forgotten in 
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the midst of general satisfaction. Concord and peace in- 
stead of enmity ; no more fears or threats. One common 
and complete prosperity ! Come, my dear sir, pronounce 
the words of redemption and hope, make an eiFort over your 
pride, and give the world an example of gentleness and 
charity." 

GrafF had silently listened to the priest's earnest pleading. 
His bent forehead and closed eyes gave the Abb^ d'Escayrac 
to believe that his words were having their due eiFect on 
the old man's thoughts. There was a moment's silence. 
Then the uncle looked the Abb6 straight in the face, and, 
in firm tones, said — 

" Monsieur I'Abb^, in the cemetery of Metz, there are 
Graffs who would leap from their tombs if one of their 
descendants were to demean himself so far as to marry the 
daughter of a Lichtenbach ! " 

" Monsieur 1 " exclaimed the Abb6 in surprise. 
"Then you do not know the Baradiers and Graffs, or 
you would not propose to them an alliance with a Lichten- 
bach ? Do you know who Lichtenbach is ? Between 
Lorraine and Paris, there is not a mile of ground which has 
not been strewn with French blood, on account of this 
wretch. A spy, to lead the enemy to victory ; food-supplier 
to the foe ; when our troops were dying of hunger, he fattened 
on war, and enriched himself on treason. He sold his 
brothers of France — the Jews, who fought in our ranks and 
died like brave soldiers, double Judas as he was I And after 
receiving the reward for his treason, he turned Christian, 
and set about defiling another religion, by the disgusting 
intransigence of his apostate zeal ! There you have a 
picture of Lichtenbach, Monsieur l'Abb6. Must I now tell 
you who Graff and Baradier are ? " 

" Oh, I know well, my dear sir ! Your honour and 
patriotism are universally respected. But what animosity 
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and rancour ! Is this what I shall have to tell the one who 
sent me ? " 

" Tell him he is an impudent rascal for having charged 
such a man as yourself with such a mission. Tell him our 
scorn for him is only equalled by his hatred against us. Assure 
him we have not the slightest fear. If he wishes to slander 
us, we will pay him back in the same coin ; if he dares to 
strike us, we will defend ourselves. In the latter case, let 
him be careful ! " 

" Monsieur ! " said the Abb6, in tones of entreaty, 
" Reflect ? Anger is a bad counsellor." 

" Monsieur l'Abb6, I am perfectly calm. You do not 
know me. I never give way to passion. If I did, the 
result would be terrible. But a great deal would be needed 
to bring about such a state of things ! " 

" Must I then leave you without obtaining any result ? 
I am well aware that you are exposed to the most terrible 
dangers." 

"I thank you for warning us. We shall be on our 
guard." 

" Is that your last word ? " 

" No, Monsieur l'Abb6. Never has a priest entered this 
house without taking away, for himself and his work, a 
testimony of our respectful deference and humble piety." 

Graff took from his pocket a cheque-book, wrote a few 
words, and, handing the piece of paper to his visitor, said — 

" For your poor parishioners. Monsieur I'Abb^." 

" Oh ! " exclaimed the priest. " This is princely liber- 
ality. I will pray for you, monsieur, with all my heart." 

" Thanks, Monsieur I'Abbd," said GraiF, with a smile. 
" But pray, above all, for Lichtenbach." 

And, opening the door, he conducted the priest out. 

That same evening, about nine o'clock, after dinner, 
Lichtenbach descended from his brougham, close to the 
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entrance of the Boulevard Maillot. It was a brilliant 
night, and the groves in the Bois, under the silvery light of 
the moon, raised their dark masses against the horizon. The 
banker hurried along, not virithout some anxiety, for the 
spot was 'a deserted one, and a likely haunt of undesirable 
characters. After walking about a hundred yards, he halted 
in front of the ivy-covered gate of a villa, and knocked. A 
few seconds passed, then a small door turned on its hinges, 
and a woman appeared. It was Milona. Recognizing the 
banker, she stepped backwards, without uttering a word, 
and led the way into a garden in front of the house. 

" Is madame at home ? " asked Elias. 

" She is expecting you," said the Dalmatian, in guttural 
accents. 

" Good. Have the others arrived ? " 

" Yes ; an hour ago." 

They proceeded along a flower-bed, the flowers of which 
gave out fragrant odours on to the night air. The servant 
mounted a flight of steps, followed by Lichtenbach. On 
reaching a dark ante-chamber, Lichtenbach handed his over- 
coat and hat to Milona, who opened a door, and out of the 
darkness he passed suddenly into the light of the salon, the 
windows and curtains of which were hermetically closed. 
Seated at a table, Hans and Agostini were playing at piquet 
and drinking grog. On a divan Sophia reclined, in an 
elegant white deshabill6. The two men scarcely raised 
their heads on hearing Lichtenbach enter. The Baroness 
slowly sat upright, nodded graciously, and said — 

" Sit down by my side. They are finishing their game. 
How did you come ? I did not hear the wheels of your 
carriage." 

"I left it near the Porte Maillot." 

"What precautions ! Can you not trust your coach- 
man ? " 
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" I trust no one." 

" And suppose some night prowler had struck you to the 
ground, to teach you not to walk about alone at night in 
these parts ? " 

Elias raised the butt-end of a revolver from his pocket, 
and said — 

" I should have been able to speak to him in his own 
language." 

" I see ; then you never travel without an inter- 
preter ? " 

" I cannot let myself be murdered for a paltry twenty 
francs ; it would be altogether too stupid ! " 

The conversation was interrupted by an exclamation 
from Cesare, who, in a passion, threw the cards down on to 
the table. Hans laughed to himself, and made a rapid calcu- 
lation on a piece of paper. 

"That makes thirty-five louis for you to pay. You 
have lost fourteen hundred points ! " 

" It is enough to make one believe in the Evil Eye ! " 
growled the handsome Italian. "Ever since this Marcel 
Baradier cast his eyes on me, I cannot touch a single card 
without losing, at no matter what game ! " 

Glancing angrily in the direction of Sophia, he 
said — 

" This must come to an end ! " 

" Come, now, peace ! " ordered Hans, authoritatively. 
" What noise you make for nothing at all 1 What news 
have you, father money-bags ? Has your Jesuit d'Escayrac 
seen our friends ? " 

" He has. They refuse." 

" Refuse what ? Be precise. Your daughter or our 
affair?" 

Elias changed colour, and his eyes flashed. However, 
neither anger nor chagrin appeared from his voice. 
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"They refuse both alliance with me and co-operation 
with you. Everything, in short ! " 

" Donnerwetter ! " growled Hans. " Are they mad ? " 

" No ; they are aware that you have nothing, and they 
have everything. This they prove by sending us about our 
business." 

"You take all this very calmly," exclaimed Count 
Cesare. "I have seen you less resigned than you now 
appear." 

"I am not in the habit of fighting windmills. You 
have tricked me into an absurd and dangerous business ; 
now I am simply leaving it, that is all." 

" Leaving your feathers behind." 

" As you say. But as few as possible. I have already 
turned round about and effected a counter-operation." 

" You rogue ! You will end by earning money, where 
we lose everything ! " replied Agostini, pale with anger. 

" If I do so, it is because I am not so stupid as you, who 
can do nothing but spend it." 

Hans burst into a laugh. As Agostini seemed to be on 
the point of losing his temper, he laid his hand on his arm, 
and forced him to keep his seat. 

" Old money-bags is right ; but we must not act like 
horses when there is no hay in the rack, and begin to fight. 
Let us study the situation, and see what can be done. First 
of all, what does the beauty say ? Up to the present she has 
not spoken a word. Still, she must have an opinion on the 
matter ; we will allow her to give it first." 

The Baroness appeared to awake from a reverie, and she 
said, in disdainful tones — 

"It is not my custom desperately to follow up badly- 
conceived operations. You know what I have always told 
you since the Vanves night : that there was an evil spell 
over the whole affair. You will arrive at no successful end. 
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After all, you have obtained half of what you wanted — the 
war powder. Follow the example Lichtenbach sets you. 
Give it up, and pass on to something else." 

" Something else, indeed ! " growled Hans. " No, I 
shall not let go an affair which has cost me so dear. Some 
one must pay me for the arm I have lost ! " 

"Well, what plan have you to offer?" asked the 
Baroness, impatiently. 

" You will arrange to strike up a fresh acquaintance with 
Marcel Baradier. Bring me the young man here one of 
these evenings. He knows the secret of the manufacture, 
and he shall either give it up to you of his own free will, or 
I will undertake to force him to do so." 

Lichtenbach's hands trembled nervously. Sophia re- 
mained impassive. 

" Well, what do you say to my proposal ? " asked Hans, 
in jovial tones. 

"I will have nothing further to do with the matter !" 
declared the Baroness. 

" Ah ! take care ! " exclaimed Agostini. " I know why 
you refuse to help us against young Marcel. You are 
afraid for him. That is the difficulty." 

" And what if it were so ? " 

Hans made no reply. He appeared to reflect deeply. 
Then, with feigned good temper, he said — 

" After all, you may be right. In any case, we can do 
nothing without you." 

Lichtenbach heaved a sigh of satisfaction. The concili- 
ating attitude suddenly assumed by Hans seemed to be full 
of meaning. Wishing to know what this terrible partner of 
his really thought, he judged it useful to dissimulate his own 
ideas. 

" Come, we will say nothing more on the matter ! 
What this affair has cost me I will pass through the profit 
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and loss account. Still, it is a pity we could not find that 
secret trick of manipulation. There was a great deal of 
money to be earned by it, after all ! " 

Hans bit his lips, but made no reply ; whilst Agostini 
turned gracefully round to Lichtenbach, and said — 

" And my marriage ? What is to become of it ? " 

" What has become of this affair of ours," replied Elias, 
roughly, " nothing. The one fell with the other ! My 
fine fellow, you have no longer a prospective dot. I took 
you with the Tr^mont powder, and the only powder now 
left is blinding dust ! " 

" Ah ! You treat me in this way. I may give you 
reason to repent it ! " 

" And if I wished, you would not be allowed in France 
another twenty-four hours. Let us be going," added Lich- 
tenbach ; " it is already late." 

" We will accompany you to the toll-gate, for fear 
something may happen to you. This quarter is not very 
safe at nights. Good night, Sophia." 

« Good night." 

She held out her white hand, which her dreaded ally 
touched with that iron hand of his, covered with a glove. 

" May I not stay a few minutes, Sophia ? " asked 
Agostini. 

" No," said the Baroness, emphatically. " Good night 1 " 

Ringing the bell, Milona appeared. 

" Show these gentlemen out, Milo." 

Silently they left the house, preceded by the Dalmatian, 
who held a round lantern to light the way through the 
sinuous turnings of the path leading to the little ivy-covered 
door. This she opened, and then disappeared. They pro- 
ceeded along the Avenue Maillot in silence, each occupied 
with his own thoughts. Suddenly Hans stopped, and said, 
in low accents — 
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" Sophia is tricking us. But things shall not happen as 
she imagines, I pretended to give way, the better to deceive 
her. Now this is what we will do. Cesare will send a 
letter in a disguised hand-writing to young Marcel Baradier, 
fixing a rendezvous at the Boulevard Maillot about ten 
o'clock at night. I shall be there to receive him, with 
others on whom I can rely, and I will undertake to intro- 
duce the pigeon into the dovecot. Once there, Sophia must 
be forced to employ her wiles, whether she will or not. It 
is the same plan I mentioned just now, and which she 
refused. The only difference is that I do not ask for her 
permission before putting it into practice." 

" But suppose Baradier does not come ? " said Cesare. 

" What ? Not come ? Can you imagine that he would 
not come to a rendezvous fixed by the Baroness ? He will 
fly to it at once. And when we have him ! " 

" What will you do ? " asked Lichtenbach, in quivering 
accents. 

" That is my own business. Just trust to me to loosen 
this young man's tongue ! " 

" Violence ? " 

" A mode of persuasion he cannot resist." 

"And suppose he denounces you on leaving the house ? " 

" If only he will speak beforehand he will have plenty 
of time to say what he wishes afterwards." 

Lichtenbach shuddered. He felt that Hans had made 
up his mind to kill Marcel Baradier, and that the bandit was 
pursuing a double end : possession of the secret, and revenge 
for his mutilation. 

" For the future," he said, " I will have nothing more 
to do with your actions, in which I repudiate all share. I 
do not wish even to know the result of your attempt. You 
seem to have gone mad 1 " 

" Ah ! don't think we ever relied on you for anything 
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else than an advance of funds ? " said Count Cesare, jeeringly. 
" To us you have been the hen which laid the golden eggs ; 
nowf that you have stopped laying, go your owm way ! " 

" No tricks with us, Lichtenbach," said Hans. " If we 
succeed, the Dalgetty patent will have its full effect, you 
know ; consequently you will share in the profits. What 
you say now is only another instance of your hypocrisy ; 
you reject the responsibility, but are willing to accept the 
profits. Very well, my friend, you shall have them ! " 

They had reached the spot where Lichtenbach's carriage 
stood. Agostini gracefully opened the door, saying — 

" Good night, my prince, pleasant dreams I " 

Meanwhile, M. Mayeur had acted in accordance with 
information received from Baudoin and Colonel Vallenot. 
For a week now he had known the details of Count Cesare's 
life. Of very good birth, belonging to an illustrious family, 
Signor Agostini had been obliged to leave the Italian army 
after an affair of honour. 

Concerning Hans, nothing could be discovered. The 
Baroness had been tracked, through Agostini, to her rooms 
in the Boulevard Maillot. The hotel had been let furnished. 
She lived very quietly, under the name of Madame de Frilas. 
M. Mayeur had sent an intelligent agent to the Baron 
Grodsko at Nice, and obtained from him full information 
concerning her. 

Provided with his notes, M. Mayeur had returned to the 
War Office to communicate them to Colonel Vallenot, and 
ask of him the result of his personal investigations. Intro- 
duced at once into the Minister's cabinet, the magistrate had 
seen the results of his examination confirmed by supple- 
mentary details. In proportion as light was thrown on the 
personality of the different actors in the drama, the gravity 
of the affair became more and more evident. They dis- 
covered, beyond the faintest shadow of doubt, that they had 
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to deal with an association of international espionage, which 
had been working for at least ten years on behalf of foreign 
governments, probably exploiting them in turn, and betray- 
ing them to the profit of one another. 

It was possible that the whole of Europe had been duped 
by these clever rascals. The least false step might alarm 
the culprits and cause them to disappear ! M. Mayeur 
grew pale at the restraint placed on him. But how was 
it possible to neglect such imperious political necessities ? 
Colonel Vallenot was the first to speak out clearly on the 
subject — 

" From this moment, General, it is certain we hold the 
T6n^breuse, as our agents call her. This is the woman of 
whom I spoke to you at the outset of our investigations 
some months ago, the one involved in the Cominges, Fon- 
tenailles a£Fairs, etc. We have only to order, and she is in 
our power. Is it possible that we can let her escape ? " 

" It is these deuced formalists, with their politics ! " 
growled the old chief. " If the matter were in my hands 
it should not be allowed to linger in this way. These 
lawyers and quibblers astonish me ! I only regain pos- 
session of myself when in the midst of my officers. What 
do you say. Monsieur le Juge ? " 

At that moment the door opened, and the porter brought 
a card to Colonel Vallenot. The latter handed it to the 
Minister, who exclaimed — 

" Marcel Baradier ! Show him in ! " 

The young man entered, bowed, and, addressing the 
General, said — 

"I undertook, General, to keep you au courant of any- 
thing fresh that might happen. I have come to keep my 
promise." 

" Very good, my friend, explain." 

" This morning, General, I received this letter." 
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He placed on the desk a sheet of paper, which the 
Minister examined attentively. 

" No date, very common paper, an evidently counterfeit 
handwriting, and no signature. Now let us see what it 
says : ' If you wish to see once more the one who still loves 
you, go to-night, at ten o'clock, to the Place de I'Etoile, 
at the corner of the Avenue Hoche. A carriage will be 
stationed there. Enter it, the coachman will ask no ques- 
tions, and will take you where you are expected.' " 

"Good. The classic mode of procedure, except that 
you are not asked to submit to having your eyes bandaged. 
What have you made up your mind to do ? " 

" I shall go to the rendezvous." 

" Ah, ah ! Without the slightest apprehension ? " 

" That is another matter. General. All the same, I shall 
go. I am determined to have the solution to this enigma." 

The magistrate interrupted him in gentle tones — 

"Permit me to remark, monsieur, that this resolution 
of yours is an exceedingly imprudent one. Ninety-nine 
chances to a hundred they are attempting to entrap you. 
Do not add to our trouble by exposing yourself to danger 
for an uncertain result." 

" If it is she who has written to me, I have nothing 
to fear." 

" The deuce ! " exclaimed the General. " You are very 
affirmative ! " 

Marcel replied gently — 

" You may have concerning this woman whatever 
opinion your information has permitted you to form. False 
with the others, she was truthful to me. She betrayed the 
rest. To me she has been faithful and devoted." 

" Listen ! " exclaimed the General. " He is convinced 
of the truth of what he says. She persuades each and every 
one of them that she is sincere, and they all believe her ! " 
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" I will run the risk ! " 

The old soldier brought down his fist on to the desk 

" Well, you are a brave fellow ! I like this obstinacy, 
Vallenot, The deuce take me if I would not have done the 
same thing at his age. Well, it is understood, go to the 
rendezvous. But we, too, shall take precautionary measures 
to protect and defend you, if necessary." 

" Oh ! General, do nothing whatever, please ! The 
slightest intervention would ruin everything I If it is really 
Sophia who has written the letter, I have no need of an 
escort or protection of any kind. If it is a trap, those who 
have prepared it have their eyes open, and will notice all 
your preparations." 

" Do you know where the lady lives ? " asked the 
magistrate. 

" No, sir ; as you see, no address is given in the letter." 
M. Mayeur then said in measured tones — 
"My dear sir, your reasons are not bad ones at all. 
True, I have recommendedyou to be prudent, but if you will 
go to the rendezvous, go. Still, as we must always look at 
things from a practical standpoint, what result do you expect 
to obtain ? " 

(1; " Monsieur," said Marcel, gravely ; " General de Tr6- 
mont was my friend ; his death has not been avenged. 
Our works have been fired ; my uncle GrafF, my servant, 
and myself were almost burnt alive. This crime has not 
been punished, any more than the assassination of LaforSt, 
I intend to throw light on all these facts, though it be at the 
peril of my life." 

" Very good, sir, all I can do is to wish you good luck." 
Marcel bowed and shook hands with the three men. 
" He is a true Baradier ! But he is too venturesome ! " 
As soon as the door was closed, M. Mayeur rose from 
his seat, exclaiming— 
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" Here is an opportunity, General, to seize all these 
rascals at once. Of course, you know as well as I do that 
it is their object to entice M. Baradier into the house in the 
Boulevard Maillot, and there force him to give up his secret. 
Just now you said that these villains must be induced to 
resist, and then massacred. Without going to that extremity, 
we have now an opportunity of simplifying the whole 
proceedings." 

"But you promised Marcel you would not interfere ! " 
said Colonel Vallenot. 

"I don't intend to interfere. He shall do as he likes. 
But I cannot take no interest in these preparations, nor will 
I, like young Baradier, be chivalrous with bandits. This is 
my plan : The rendezvous is for ten o'clock. You know 
the situation of the Boulevard Maillot ; there is a ditch 
separating it from the Bois de Boulogne. A splendid 
hiding-place to hide a posse of police entering by the wood. 
I know a detective officer who is as intelligent as he is 
determined. I Ishall give him instructions to post himself 
there, and keep watch. In case M. Baradier is right, and 
there is nothing to fear, my men will simply have passed 
a night in the open-air. If he is mistaken then the danger 
will be a real one. You heard him say that he would be 
armed and ready to defend himself. At the first cry or shot 
my men will invade the house. If they are threatened they 
resist, if they are struck they will fire. Whether diplomacy 
wishes or not, if the villains are caught in the act the matter 
must take its course." 

"Whatever happens, do not let young Baradier be 
killed, and above all try to lay hands on the woman." 

" What do you think of the plan. General ? " 

The old soldier looked at the magistrate, then at Valle- 
not. He noticed the impassive countenance of the latter, 
and replied — 
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' " You need not ask for my advice. All these judicial 
operations are out of my province. Act as you think best ; 
I have nothing to say." 

The magistrate shook his head, with a mocking smile ; 
then, taking up his hat, he said — 

" Ah, I know what you mean ! So long as the affair is 
not over, no one wishes to have anything to do with it. If 
it succeeds, then I shall be the only one to be left out of it 
all. But that matters little. It is my duty, and I will not 
hesitate. Your servant. General." 

And he left the room accompanied by Colonel Vallenot. 



CHAPTER V 

It was about half-past nine, and Uncle GrafF had dined in 
the Rue de Provence as usual. Baudoin approached him, 
and whispered in his ear — 

" Two ladies have called, and one of them wishes to 
speak to M. Marcel." 

" What kind of a woman is she ? " asked the uncle. 

"A very respectable-looking person, sir. The other 
must be a governess or a lady's maid." 

" Where are they ? " 

" In the ante-chamber." 

"Turn on the electricity in my room, and show 
them in." 

Baudoin did as he was ordered. Uncle Graff continued 
his descent, murmuring to himself — 

" Another of Marcel's escapades ! I wonder what it is 
this time." 

On approaching his room he saw, standing by the door^ 
a young lady dressed in black, and wearing a veil. Uncle 
Graff's first impression was a favourable one. Pointing to 
a seat, he said kindly — 

"My nephew, madame, is not at home. Cannot 
I " 

He was not allowed to finish the sentence. The young 
lady said in beseeching tones — 

" Monsieur, it is a question of life or death." 

353 2 A 
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" For whom ? " asked Uncle Graff, anxiously. 

" For your nephew ! " 

" How have you been informed of this ? And who are 
you ? " 

The visitor replied immediately — 

" I am Mademoiselle Lichtenbach, monsieur, and I place 
myself entirely at your disposal." 

As she spoke she removed her veil. Uncle Graff, 
stupefied, recognized the daughter of his enemy. She was 
pale and trembling, but resolute. 

" Who has sent you ? " he asked. 

" My father ! He thought that if he came himself, 
perhaps you would not receive him. At this very moment, 
perhaps, your nephew is running the most serious danger. 
My father, who has just received news of it, begged me to 
come and tell you." 

" But how did he receive his information ? " asked Graff, 
suspiciously. 

" Ah, monsieur ! begin by taking the necessary 
measures to help M. Marcel," said Marianne, eagerly. 
" Afterwards you may ask what questions you please." 

" At whose hands lies the peril ? " 

" At the hands of the same band which killed General 
de Trdmont, My father has been informed of these 
intrigues. Act without losing a moment." 

"But. what can we do?" exclaimed Uncle Graff, 
carried away by the young lady's eagerness. - 

" I will explain to you. Wait a moment." 

Passing her hand over her forehead, she said in piteous 
accents — 

" Yes, that was it. A woman he knew at Ars." 

« The Italian ? " 

" Yes, doubtless. He loved her, and they knew he 
would-be pleased to see her again." 
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She paused. The pallor of her face increased. What 
she was relating seemed to torture her. 

" So they wrote to him to fix a rendezvous. And they 
are expecting him this very evening, in a solitary out-of-the- 
way house. But he will not find the one he expects to 
meet, but, instead, a band of villains, determined to employ 
the most violent measures to force him to reveal a secret 
that they cannot fathom. Now do you understand ? " 

" Yes. Where is this house ? " 

"See, here is the address written on this piece of 
paper." 

GrafF read — 

"Boulevard Maillot, 16 bis. And you say that he was 
expected there about ten o'clock ? " 

As though in obedience to his words, the timepiece 
struck the hour at the very instant. 

Graff rang the bell. Baudoin appeared. 

" Quick, Baudoin, a carriage ! You will accompany 
me. Have you a good revolver ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Then bring it with you. Do not say a word to any 
one. I will rejoin you in the yard. Ten o'clock ! We 
will be there, all the same, and if they have harmed the 
child, let them beware ! " 

Baudoin had already left the room. Marianne, motion- 
less, watched Uncle Graff make his preparations. He took 
up a bundle of bank-notes, a revolver, and a heavy steel- 
headed stick. Then he appeared to remember that Made- 
moiselle Lichtenbach was in the room. Coming up to her, 
he said kindly — 

" My child, I thank you for the service." 

" Oh, monsieur ! " exclaimed Marianne, her eyes gleam- 
ing with suppressed tears ; " save him, that is the main 
thing ! " 



356 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

" He shall be informed, mademoiselle, of what you have 
risked for his sake. I know what this errand must have 
cost you." 

Marianne smiled sadly. 

"I am returning to-morrow to the convent, doubtless 
^or ever. Life is full of sadness and pain." 

GrafF waited no longer, but rushed out into the street, 
as the brougham of Mademoiselle Lichtenbach vanished in 
the distance. Baudoin was standing near the cab. GrafF 
leapt into the carriage and said — 

" To the Porte Maillot ! You, Baudoin, mount with 
me. I want to speak to you." 

Marcel had never felt so calm as on the evening he 
made his way towards the Place de I'Etoile. 

When he entered the carriage it immediately started oflF 
along the Avenue de la Grande-Arm6e, wheeled round at 
the Porte Maillot, and, after a two minutes' further run, 
came to a halt in a dark-looking avenue, near a garden gate. 
Marcel stepped out, and the carriage disappeared. A small 
door, hidden in the ivy, was now opened, and a valet in 
livery appeared. Marcel followed him in the direction of a 
house which raised its sombre mass in front. A single light 
shone from a window on the first floor. Mounting a flight 
of steps, he entered an ante-chamber. Suddenly an ex- 
clamation was heard in the next apartment, a rapid step was 
heard, a door overhung with tapestry was flung open, and 
Sophia, her face convulsed by the violence of her emotion, 
appeared. Her looks expressed the terror she felt, but 
not a word did she utter. Taking Marcel by the wrist, 
she drew him into the room she had just left — a bedroom 
— quickly turned the key in the lock, bolted another door, 
and, seizing the young man in her arms, whispered in 
his ear — 
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" Wretched man that you are ! How did you come 
here ? " 

At the same time, and without appearing to be able to 
help herself, her lips sought Marcel's neck, and she kissed 
him with a delirious rapture. 

" Then it was not you who summoned me ? " 

" I ! Grand Dim ! I would give ten years of my 
life if you were anywhere but in this house at this 
moment. Ah !, the wretches ! They have deceived 
me 1 

" Who are the wretches you speak of ? " asked Marcel, 
firmly. 

" Ah ! Do not question me ! I cannot, must not, 
speak 1 " 

" Are you jesting ? " said Marcel, ironically. 

" Poor child ! You do not know them ! " 

" Madame, is your brother among them ? " 

She laid her hands on his mouth, those beautiful white 
hands, and he remained silent. Then, clasping him to her 
breast with passionate ardour, her eyes filled with tears — she 
stammered out — 

« Oh ! Marcel, Marcel ! " 

A sudden pallor came over her ; she clung to him to 
prevent herself from falling, and her shapely head, with its 
wealth of raven hair, lay on the shoulder of the one she 
loved with hopeless passion. 

A sharp knock on the door brought them back to the 
reality of life. 

" Listen ! " said Sophia. 

She drew near the door, asked a short question in a 
foreign language, and received an immediate reply. Ap- 
parently reassured, she opened the door, saying to 
Marcel — 

"ItisMilo." 
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Milona entered, and the door was carefully closed 
again. 

" Have they sent you ? " asked Sophia. 

" Yes, mistress." 

" What do they want ? " 

" To come to an understanding with you." 

" I shall not go." 

" They have provided for that contingency." 

« Well ? " 

"They have told me to repeat to you their demands 
from the young master." 

" Silence ! I do not wish him to know them ! " 

"Would you rather they mount the stairs and kill 
him ? " 

A deep silence followed. Sophia twisted about her 
arms, and groaned in despair. Her beautiful features were 
convulsed by powerless rage and exasperated dismay. 
Grinding her teeth, she flew to the mantel-piece, seized 
a short, sharp dagger, which she brandished aloft with a 
terrible skill. 

" Milo, you will not abandon me ? ", 

" Never ! I will die for you, that you know 
well ! " 

" Marcel is armed ; so we are three ! Oh ! I will 
defend him with my last breath ! " 

" Against them ? " said Milona. " Can you hope to do 
such a thing ? It would be impossible to resist them. 
They are all waiting below, in the dining-room, ready for 
anything ! " 

" Oh ! Mon Dieu ! 'How mad I am ! Do I not 
know them ? Oh 1 Marcel, why did you place yourself at 
their mercy ? " 

Flinging her poniard on to the ground, she sat down, 
overcome with emotion, buried her head in her hands, and 
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burst into tears. Marcel, turning to the Dalmatian, asked, 
in calm accents — 

"Tell me, in a word, what it is they want from 
me?" 

Milona cast a questioning glance at her mistress. As 
Sophia made no sign, the servant explained — 

" They want the famous secret, which will give value 
to the powder they stole from you ! " 

Marcel smiled, and then frowned in disdain. 

"Ah ! that is what is puzzling them. I am glad 
to know that they have not succeeded in discovering 
what they were so interested in knowing. Milona, 
you may tell them that they will never learn it from 
me ! 

" We shall see about that before long ! " exclaimed 
Agostini, passionately, from behind the door. 

" Ah ! you are listening, you villain ? " said Marcel, in 
vibrating tones. " I am very pleased to know it, for such 
a procedure simplifies things considerably ! Tell your 
acolytes that I am not afraid of them ; I have in my hand 
a revolver which will answer for the lives of six men. 
If they like, I will open the door, and the dance shall 
begin." 

" Take time for reflection ! " replied a deep, guttural 
voice — that of Hans. " Do not do anything stupid 1 " 

" Who is that ? " asked Marcel. " He does not appear 
so stupid as the others." 

" One would think you know us ! " railed the bandit. 
" Patience ! We will give you half an hour in which to 
decide. If, within thirty minutes, you have not given us 
satisfaction, I will undertake to make you speak. The 
night is damp — there is a good fire below ! " 

Steps were now heard descending the staircase. Milona 
silently left the room, and Marcel and Sophia remained 



36o THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

alone. The time-piece pointed to ten minutes past 
ten. 

" You heard them," said Sophia. " Now you know 
what they propose to do. They want your secret." 

"Very well ! I have told them they shall not have 
it!" 

Looking at the young woman, he saw that a shudder 
came over her. Laying his hand on her shoulder, he 
added — 

" But I wish to know yours." 

" Mine ? " exclaimed the young woman, with a terrified 
gesture. 

" Yes ! Who and what are you ? " 

She smiled sadly. 

" A broken-hearted woman who loves you ! " 

"Empty words ! You say you love me. The only 
proof of this confession I ask for is that you be sincere 
with me." 

Hiding her face in her hands, she exclaimed — 

" Never ! You would hate me if I told you ! " 

"Then it is true that you are the most abominable 
creature on earth ? " 

" Oh ! my darling, do not insult me ! " 

" You will not speak ? Then I will ask your accomplices 
downstairs. I imagine it will be a pleasure to them to give 
me information about you." 

He started towards the door. She leapt forward. 

" Madman ! You do not know the danger you are 
running ! Stay here by my side." 

He looked steadily into her eyes, and asked again — 

"Who are you?" 

She groaned. 

" Why are you so pitiless ? " 

" If you do not speak, it is because you are well aware 
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that my scorn for you would be so great, that nothing but 
disgust would remain in my memory from this past 
happiness ! " 

She stood up, and proudly answered — 

"Poor Marcel, you are mistaken — you would still 
love me. If I pleased, nothing could withdraw you from 
me ! 

■ She looked at him as she spoke, and under the influence 
of her glance Marcel felt all his resolutions melt away, a 
feeling of langour came over him, and he lost the faculty of 
will-power. 

"Death is all around us," she whispered. "Let us 
forget everything. Do not think any more, my love — leave 
your poor tortured heart in peace." 

Suddenly a sound of footsteps was heard throughout the 
house, and cries coming from outside. Then came a sound 
■as though a door had been torn from its hinges, followed by 
a revolver-shot. At the same time was heard a voice, which 
Marcel knew well. 

" Help ! Baudoin, help ! " 

Then another shot, followed by a volley of oaths. 

Marcel, on his feet, exclaimed — 

" It is my uncle Graff ! Mon Dieu ! They are killing 
him ! " 

" Stay here, do not stir ! " said Sophia, in beseeching 
tones. 

He made no reply, but rushed forward into the corridor, 
found the staircase, and, in the semi-darkness, saw in the 
hall, on the ground floor, a group of three men, in a hand- 
to-hand conflict with Graff, who, half-stifled, and encircled 
by their arms, was trying in vain to make use of his revolver. 
In front of the entrance-door Hans and Baudoin were 
engaged in a fierce struggle. The brave servant had his 
forehead gashed open, and the blood was flowing freely, 
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but he had obtained a firm hold on his terrible opponent, 
and succeeded in holding him harmless for the moment. 

Standing above the balustrade, Marcel took aim at one 
of the three men who were strangling his uncle. A flash 
followed, and the man fell. At the same moment a shot 
was heard behind Marcel, and a ball whizzed past his ear. 
Turning round, he found himself face to face with Agostini, 
who was preparing to repeat the shot. With a sudden blow 
he dashed aside the weapon, seized the Italian by the waist, 
and, his strength doubled by the fury and rage which now 
possessed him, raised him in the air, and flung him over the 
rails of the staircase. 

At this exploit, Hans, powerless to strike Marcel, who 
was descending the steps four at a time, gave a howl of 
fury. He shook Baudoin with such energy that he forced 
him to abandon his hold. Then he placed him under his 
knee, and his iron arm was already raised to deal the death- 
blow, when Marcel rushed to the rescue with a terrible 
blow in the body, which hurled the colossus to the ground. 
He immediately rose to his feet, however, and, taking up a 
position in a corner, shouted out aloud — 

" Help ! Here, you others ! Help ! " 

But the others had by this time too much to do. The 
police, attracted by the firing, invaded the house. Uncle 
GrafF, at liberty, now came up with his revolver. But 
Baudoin, in hoarse tones, exclaimed — 

" Monsieur Graff, leave him to me — he is mine ! It is 
he who killed my General ! " 

He then took from the old man's hand his steel-headed 
stick, disdaining a firearm, which would have made the 
combat unequal, and fell upon Hans. The bandit swore 
frightfully on seeing that all was lost ; he struck a blow with 
his iron fist, but Baudoin lightly stepped aside. Then the 
stick whizzed through the air, and the steel head descended. 



THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 363 

Hans, struck on the temple, rolled over the flag-stones, and 
fell like an ox to the ground. This was a signal for a 
general rout. The three men who still resisted now leapt 
through the open windows, and vanished like shadows into 
the garden. 

" All escape is cut off ; do not trouble about them," 
exclaimed the head detective. " Let us see after the wounded 
and the dead." 

Uncle GrafF wished to take Marcel into his arms, 
question him, and assure himself that he was safe and sound ; 
but, on turning round, he found Baudoin wiping away with 
his handkerchief the blood and perspiration flowing from his 
forehead. Marcel, as soon as the issue of the struggle left 
no room for doubt, had immediately thought of Sophia. 
Now that danger for him had disappeared, it loomed forth 
with a terrible aspect for her. The police, who had restored 
the situation by intervening to save him, would now appear 
on the scene for her ruin. He mounted the stairs more 
quickly than he had descended, for he felt that the time 
in which anything could be done was short indeed. 

Rushing into the room, the door of which was still 
open, he drew the bolts on Sophia with as much fear and 
solicitude as she had drawn them on himself. She had 
remained standing, leaning pensively against the mantel- 
piece, as though devoid of interest in what was taking place 
on the floor beneath. Milona stood by her side ; she had 
doubtless told her of the defeat of her companions. Marcel, 
in terrified ardour, rushed up to her. 

"The house is in the hands of the police, do you not 
know ? Why are you still here ? " 

" I was waiting for you," replied Sophia, calmly. 

" But it means ruin to you ! " 

" How does that affect you ? " 

"I will not consent to it ! I cannot endure the idea 
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that you should suflFer threatenings and torture for having 
defended me." 

A light came into Sophia's face. 

" Then will you still allow me to see you ? " 

He replied, firmly — 

" Impossible ! After what has taken place between us, 
I must never see you again ! I cannot, I must not ! For 
your own sake ! " 

Her tranquil, careless look returned. 

" Then leave me to my fate ! " 

" No ! I will not do that ! You, ruined on my account, 

when Will you torture my thoughts by the frightful 

memory of the past ? " 

" Oh, Marcel, if I could only please you ! If you 
would only love me ! How dearly I would pay you for 
such happiness ! " 

She smiled. Tears filled her eyes, and she looked so 
beautiful that a shudder ran through his whole body. 
Turning aside, he said — 

" Wretched woman ! what will become of you ? " 

She showed him a ring, the bezel of which was made of 
a bead of chased gold. 

" Look at this bead of gold ; it contains liberty and 
death at the same time. Pour its contents into a glass of 
water, and all is over, without suffering." 

She stretched out her hand towards a tray containing a 
bowl of water and a glass. 

" I forbid you ! " cried Marcel, dismayed. 

She looked at_^ him with a terrible intensity, whilst her 
face shone with superhuman ardour. 

" Nothing without you ! " she said. " Everything with 
you ! Decide 1 " 

« Impossible ! " 

With a sorrowful smile, she continued— 
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" Reflect ! You know what I am. If you wish, I will 
live, but only to be yours. I will come whenever you want 
me, and will not trouble you in any way. Oh ! every 
expiation and sacrifice, every grief and pain imaginable, to 
be yours once more ! " 

Steps were heard mounting the staircase. Marcel, terror- 
struck, said — 

" They are coming ! They will take you ! If you 
wish to save your life, leave the room at once ! " 

" Let them come ! They will only take me if I am 
willing. I have nothing to fear from any other than your- 
self. Do you wish me to live ? Swear that you will see 
me again ! " 

At that supreme moment the pale faces of General de 
Tr^mont and poor Lafor^t, of Agostini, dead, and Hans, 
lying on the blood-stained stone, rose before Marcel's 
imagination, and an insurmountable horror came over him. 
He bent his head without a word. A slight noise of some- 
thing touching glass caused him to look up. He saw Sophia 
drinking the poison. Rushing up, he dashed from her 
hands the empty glass. Smiling, she said — 

"Too late!" 

" Open ! Open ! " exclaimed several voices behind the 
door. 

Sophia found sufficient strength to say — 

" Open now, Milona ! " 

The Dalmatian obeyed. A veil came over Sophia's 
eyes, her cheeks turned deadly pale. Milona, terrified, fell 
to the ground, her dark, dishevelled hair falling round her 
face like a funeral veil. 

" Where is the woman ? " shouted M. Mayeur from 
the staircase, as he came on the scene, panting and 
triumphant. "She has not been allowed to escape, I 
hope ! " 
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He appeared, accompanied by GrafF, and stood, as though 
petrified, on the threshold. 

Marcel, pointing to Sophia, who had just breathed her 
last, said — 

"Here she is!" 

The T6n6breuse, ever elusive, had this time taken refuge 
in the darkness of eternal night. 



CHAPTER VI 

The affray of the Boulevard Maillot was prudently passed 
over as a drama founded on jealousy. Two men quarrelling 
over a woman, and the rivals killing one another over the 
corpse of the fair one — such was the account furnished to 
the reporters. Imagination did the rest. Paris dwelt with 
passionate interest for twelve hours on this magnificent 
butchery, the horrors of which were described all the better 
from the fact that no one had been admitted to see them. 
M. Mayeur alone made a complete search all over the 
house, but discovered nothing calculated to throw any light 
on the identity of Hans. Neither the anthropometric service 
nor the most experienced detectives could find out the 
slightest indication as to the mysterious personality of the 
dreaded bandit. Certainly he was the same man whose arm 
had been carried off at Vanves, when he had appeared there 
with Sophia, on the evening the General's house had been 
destroyed. But what was he besides ? The international 
police, on being questioned, said nothing. Either they knew 
nothing, or were unwilling to give information. 

Sophia and Agostini were identified. The Princes of 
Briviesca undertook to inform the magistrate concerning the 
one member of their family they were well pleased to see 
themselves rid of. Count Grodsko could relate nothing 
more than he had already told to the agent who had 
questioned him at Monte Carlo. The examining magistrate 

367 
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enraged at finding nothing, thought for a moment of bring- 
ing a charge against Lichtenbach. He summoned him to 
his study, questioned him, and tried to obtain from Baradier 
and GrafF revelations concerning him. But the former 
would not impeach, as was expected, their old enemy. 
Rivalry in business aiFairs, quibbles in banking relations, but 
nothing legally guilty. If a charge could be brought on 
these heads, then they would be obliged to surround the 
Place de la Bourse, from twelve to three every day, and 
arrest all who were raising those frightful cries beneath its 
columns. Besides, the highest circles had immediately 
interceded in favour of Lichtenbach, and the examining 
magistrate saw at once that he was on a wrong track. 
Accordingly, this time the Vanves affair was definitely 
shelved, and classed amongst the legal mysteries of the year. 
But though these tragic events were not destined to have 
any material consequences for Lichtenbach, serious moral 
results rapidly followed. Within a week following the death 
of Agostini and Sophia, Mademoiselle Lichtenbach entered 
the Convent des Augustines of the Rue Saint Jacques. She 
had had a two-hours' conversation with her father. Pale, 
but determined, she was seen to leave her father's study. 
Elias followed her, trembling, and with bowed head, tears 
streaming down his cheeks. On the landing he tried to stop 
his daughter, and stretched out his hands beseechingly as he 
stammered — 

" My child, do not be inexorable ; have pity on me ! " 
Marianne bowed her head as she replied — 
" I wish I could, father ; but how will you redeem the 
past ? " 

Without turning round, she descended the stone staircase, 
at the foot of which the carriage was waiting to conduct her 
to the Rue Saint Jacques. A moan of pain escaped the 
old man's lips as he leaned over the iron balustrade. For a 
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moment he seemed as though he would fling himself over. 
Then he cried out in heart-piercing accents — 

" Marianne ! Marianne ! " 

She raised her head. Stretching out his hands, he 
groaned — 

" You are the only one I have left in the world ! Will 
you forget your father ? " 

The young girl shook her head sadly, but did not give in. 
What terrible explanation could have taken place between 
father and daughter ? What had Lichtenbach been forced 
to confess, for Marianne to show herself so inexorable ? 
She made the sign of the cross, as though to strengthen her 
fainting heart. The pallor of her face increased, though 
she replied in firm accents — 

" I shall not forget you, father. I will pray for you." 

She mounted the carriage, a rolling of wheels was heard, 
then followed a long silence. Lichtenbach returned slowly 
to his room, and sank down in a reverie. 

All the same, he did not give up business. On the 
contrary, he seemed to show a greater ardour than before 
for finance. His position on the Explosives settled, he 
regained the ground he had lost by a formidable campaign 
on gold mines. Never had his speculations been more 
brilliant or lucky than they were during the six months 
following his daughter's departure. One would have thought 
that his grief had brought him good fortune, for everything 
succeeded which he undertook. All the same, nothing 
seemed to give him pleasure, and he changed greatly in 
physique. No longer could he mount the steps of the 
Bourse without halting for breath. Society had no further • 
attractions for him. 

One winter evening, the valet de chambre, as he entered 
his master's room, found Elias leaning over his desk, appar- 
ently asleep. Calling him by name, he received no reply. 

2 B 
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Terrified, he drew nearer, and touched his master. The 
banker remained motionless, whilst his hand clasped a short 
letter from his daughter. The few words he had been 
reading were still moist with the tears he had shed. He 
was dead, a victim to the only sentiment by which he had 
ever been vulnerable ; the love of a father. 

Six months later, at twilight, in the study of the Rue 
de Province, Uncle GraflF and Marcel were seated together. 
After signing all the letters for the evening's post, Baradier 
had retired to his own room. 

I The darkness gradually deepened, and uncle and nephew, 
seated in their armchairs, without a word, looked like vague, 
uncertain silhouettes. The clerks had all left, and silence 
reigned around. 

"Are you asleep. Uncle Graff? " asked Marcel. 

" No ; I was just thinking." 

"What about?" 

" About all that has happened the past twelve months. 
It is no mere trifle ! " 

"No, indeed. And what is the result of your re- 
flections ? " 

" That we have had the most extraordinary luck ; we 
had to deal with enemies who seemed destined to triumph 
over us time after time ; and that we have manifestly been 
protected by a divine providence." 

" Uncle Graff, you are rather illogical ; extraordinary 
luck on the one hand, and divine providence on the other. 
They do not go very well together." 

"Oh, you are too sceptical. It is your generation 
which makes you so. You no longer believe in any- 
thing." 

" I do not believe in chance, no ! " said Marcel, ironi- 
cally. Then he added, in tones of sudden gravity, " But I 
believe in the firm, steadfast will of human beings. If we 
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have been protected, as you say truly enough, it is because 
it was so willed. But for that " 

Silence followed. The darkness had now become 
complete. 

"It was so willed," repeated Uncle Graff. "You arc 
alluding to that woman ? " 

"I am alluding to 'that woman.* It was she who 
defeated the plans of her acolytes, and saved me." 

" Because she loved you ? " 

" Because she loved me." 

"Well, then, tell me what passed between you for a 
woman of this stamp to sacrifice herself for a man she first 
intended to dupe, and afterwards to rob. For you cannot 
doubt the fact that she had plans concerning you ? " 

" I am quite aware of the fact." 

"She had had considerable experience in' life, and 
yet " 

" And yet she fell in love with a young man like myself. 
Well, probably because I was a change from all her other 
acquaintances. A cup of milk to a drunken man, for 
instance." 

" And she killed herself for your sake, under your very 
eyes r " 

" Yes, Uncle Graff, because I would not promise to see 
her again." 

" And yet you loved her ? " 

" I both loved and hated her. Had I seen her again she 
would have obtained renewed dominion over me and ruined 
me. I determined it should not be so." 

Uncle Graff sighed — 

"And do you sometimes think of this woman ?" 

"Always." 

" Do you know what you ought to do now, if you wish 
to turn over a new leaf? " 
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"I know very well, my father spoke to me yesterday. 
And it is doubtless because I received his overtures coolly, 
that you are now returning to the same subject." 

" You are right, my child. If you would only marry, 
now that you are reasonable and settled in life." 

" Marry Genevieve de Tr^mont ? " 

"Yes. She is the wife your father and mother have 
always intended for you. It would give them great pleasure, 
if you would marry her." 

After a moment's silence, Marcel said — 

" When Mademoiselle Lichtenbach came to warn you 
that a snare had been set for me, was she excited ? " 

" Greatly excited." 

" And you thought, when you saw her, that this extra- 
ordinary emotion was caused by some special interest she 
took in myself. At any rate, you said so to me." 

" Certainly. I promised I would tell you. Besides, the 
child pleased me. She was anything but commonplacet. 
And her determination the following morning confirmed the 
good opinion I had formed of her." 

" Her resolve to enter the convent ? " 

" You are right." 

"In a word, then. Mademoiselle Lichtenbach has abjured 
the world for my sake. This child will have been re- 
compensed for her devoted tenderness by the loss of every- 
thing happy and pleasant life had in store for her ; and she 
is now destined to die poor ; wearing a nun's robe, with 
shorn hair, attending to the wants of the destitute ? " 

"Yes." 

" Uncle Graff, in your opinion, are children responsible 
for the misdeeds of their parents ? " 

The old man did not reply. 

"You do not reply," urged Marcel. "My question 
troubles you J " 
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" It troubles me greatly. One day, in this very room, I 
told an envoy of Lichtenbach's, who made us an offer of the 
hand of his daughter for you, that all the Graffs w^ould rise 
in their graves if a Baradier were to marry a Lichtenbach." 

" What !" exclaimed Marcel, greatly agitated. "Such 
an offer has been made, and you never informed me of it ? " 

" What would have been the use ? You know how we 
felt just then for me to have given such an emphatic and 
stupid reply. Your father — Oh ! I believe he would have 
preferred to see you in your grave rather than married 
to a Lichtenbach. Just think of it ! The General had 
just been killed — the works were still in flames ! No, no ! 
It was impossible." 

"But now. Uncle Graff?" 

" What ! Can you think of such a thing ? " asked the 
sentimental old fellow, in trembling accents. 

" I think of it so much," said Marcel, firmly, " that if 
Mademoiselle Lichtenbach does not consent to become my 
wife I will never marry another." 

, At that moment a slight sound was heard, and the door 
closed. 

" Who is there ? " asked Graff, eagerly. 

" Do not excite yourself," said the voice of Baradier. 

" Were you listening ? " 

" No ; I have just come. But I heard your last words. 
How long are you going to remain in this darkness ? " 

At the same moment he turned on the electric light. 
The three men looked at one another for a moment ; they 
were very grave and serious, but a look of contentment was 
visible on their countenances. Baradier did not bow his 
head with that obstinate mien his son and brother-in-law 
knew so well. He was perfectly self-possessed. Sitting 
down at his desk, he said — 

" What difference would there be between us and mere 



374 THE WOMAN OF MYSTERY 

nobodies or good-for-nothings if we were incapable of show- 
ing gratitude ? It is not sufficient to appear honest and 
delicate in the eyes of the world — one must be without the 
slightest reproach before one's own conscience." 

He fixed on his son a look of perfect satisfaction, though 
his face paled with the emotion which had taken possession 
of him. 

" Marcel has spoken like a real Baradier or Graff. We 
must do as he has said." 

At these simple words the three men quivered, con- 
secrating as they did their successor with the worthy 
renown of his predecessors. Tears of joy and pride shone 
in his uncle's eyes. Marcel, without a word, flung himself 
into his father's arms. 



THE END 
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orothy Forstert With Frondspiece'by-dHAfiLipS Green.< !'■ 
UncIe■Jaek, andotherStories.-, I' '>GhlldFen'''Of Gibeon. 
The World ,Went ,Very WpU Then. wUh xalUustratioiw bVA. forestier. 

Kerr Paulus: -His Kise.Jiis Greatness, and his Fall.* ' t The iSell Of St. Paul'flt 
For Faith and, Freedoni' ' With lUustrationi by A. Forestier and F. Waddy. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. WitJxgJUustr^tioiisby A. FORfisriEfev ' i'^^!. 

The Holy Rose, &c. With;-F*6nt3Spiede by F. "Parnard. - ■ ■ • "«■ 



CrowaSvo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. each. 
Glrl.'Withalllufitratiorisby F. PegraM. , 



The Ivory Gate. [ The Rebel wfaen. 

Beyond^the Ilreams of Avarice, i^'^ith 13 Illustrations by y. H. Hyde. '? 

In Deacon's OrdeM.&c. With Frontispiece by A. Forestier. | The Revolt of ]Han« 
The Master Graftflman. I Tftet City of Refuge. 

Crown-Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each, ... 

A Fountain Sealed. | The Changeling. | The Fourth Generation! 

THe Orange 

The liady of X^ynn. with 12 Illustrations by G. Demain-Hammqnd. 
■ Mo other Wayty With la Illust rations by CHARLES D. WA RD, 

" ' Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6d. each. 
All Sorts and Conditions ot JSeh, I The Chaplain of the FleAt. 

The Golden Butterfly. | The Orange Girl. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. t Children c f Gibeoq. 

The Charm, and other DrawingrToom Plays. By^Sir vyALTER BESANxand Walter H. Pollock. 

With s» Illustrations by CHRIS HAMMOND a ha JULE Go cnMAN. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d, 
Fifty Years Ago. With 114 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferles. With Portrait. Crown 8vQ, clotft, 6j. 
sir Richard Wlilt^itton., "Wil^Fj'ptitispiece. Crown 8vo, art linen, ^s. 6ii. 



Gaspard de Goligny. Wfth.aP6rtraiK' 'Citowh'Svo,art Unen, 3J.6a; 
The Art of Fiction* Fcanjfi^TO;c«iiih>,-redt6p,.w,jiet.. I - 
As We Are and As We,M£l.y Be. Xrown Sva, buckrara. gilt top, 6si 
iEssays and HlstorletteS' C rown wo; hothram. gilt top. 6s. 

^ - - - ' " ' - Deiii'jL'^vo,. crtth; 7s: firf. each. 
Xiondon. ^itYi jtK niustratjohs. 



Westminster* , witli an Etched, Frohtjspiece by F. S. Walker, R;E., and 130 Illustrations by 

WILLIAM Patten and otStersI , ■ ■ 

South Xion^on* With anEtehiid' Frontispiece by F. S. WalKer. R.E., and liS Illustrations. 
Saet Ztondon. With an Etchfjd Frontispiece bysF. S. Walker, and 55 Illustrations by PHIL 

May,' L. Raven Hill, a^d Jo^phPennell. . < . 

Jemsalem : The City of Herod and.SSlad^.. By WALTEk BEZANT and p. P, fAJ-MER. Fourt^ 



CHATTO & W1NDU5. Piiblishefjii m St. Martin's tine; tondori. W.C . 3 
Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of -• Joftn'' Herring," ftc.')', NovBiis py. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qj. 6J. each ;' post 8vq, iUusttiited boards, s*. eacb; 
BeJ Bplder. | Eire. ^ 

Beaconsfieid, Lord. By Ti P. Oj'C'ownor, M.P. Cr:. 8yo, doth,. 5s. 
Bechstein (Ludwig).— As Pretty as Sevejtl, and other' German 

stories. With AAdditionat Talc^ by the Brothers Gi^IMM,;^id .s^'llLuiitratioll^ by HICHTHR. .Square 
8yo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d^; gilt odges. 7J. 6rf. ^ ' ' .,_. „'. ^ . , ' , ' 

Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt tojS, 6s. each. 

The Grand Babylon Hotel: A Fantasia on Modern Themes. "I"' Anna otth'e Five Towns. 
Leonofa. ' .. .1 

The Ga t es of Wrath. Croyii Svo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. , 

Bennett (W. C, LL.D.).— Songs for Sailors. Post 8v&, cl. limp, 21. 
Bewictc (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illiyitrations.- Square 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Bierce (Ambrose). — In the Midst of Life : Tales of Soldiers and 

Civilians. , ^rown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6rf. ; post Syo , Ulust^ted boa rds, aj. 

Bill Nye's Comic History of the Unifted States. With 146 Illus- 

trations by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. ^. ^, ,' . ; \. , , ^ 

BJndloss (Harold),, Novels. by. Crown 8vo, cloth,- gilt top, 6j, each. 

A Sower of W^4at. [ Xbe ConfleaBlpn-^iintoFfl.^ I The JD^tatpa^s ot\ BoiiatventuvB. 
Alnslle'B Jn-Jll! A Ropranpe of the Hinterland. ■ Cr. Bvo, cloth, 3X.'6rf. ; picture.cldtht'Jlat back, as. 

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Boolcs by. 

Dora Uyrli the Lady Detective* CrowA Svo, cloth, 3^. ed. ; picture doth, flat back. as. 
BhUlelaJih and Shamrook. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. eg. „ ^-, ,- , _ 

Bourget (Paul).^Ai Living Lie. Translated by John de VilhErs. 

With special Preface for the English Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, 3J. 6rf. 

.Qoume, (H. R. Fox), Boolcs by. - .». .i-.tu otfr, . , 

BntfllBh Merchants : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress ol British Commerce. With 32 IUu3> 
■> -^ ' . trations. Crown 8vp, .doth, 3^. 6rf. , . ' ' . .-. - C:'"' ' ' • i . .- 

Bntfllsh Newspapers : Chapters in the History ofjournalism. Two Vol&.i,deniy.iSvD^ cloth, 33T. 
■ -The other Side of the Emln Pasha Belief Bacpedltlon. Crown 8vq, cloth, fcr.. 

iifioyd.— A Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary Stuast Boyd. With 

' .,'^53 Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 4to. cloth gilt and gilt top, 6s, 

Spyie (Frederick), Works by. Post Svo, illustrated bds., aj. each.. 

, ' Chronicles' of Ho-Man's Ijand. \ Camp Notes. [ BAVage Lite', . 

Brand (John).— Observations on Popular, Antiquities; ct;;efly 

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgaf Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. •With the Additions bf Sir 
HENRY ELLIS. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3J. 6rf. ' 

Bcayshaw (J. Dodsworth).— Slum Silhouettes: Stories of London 

Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. . _^__ 

B'^6wer's (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. , Crown Svo, clothi, 3s. 6rf. each. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, AUuslons, References, 

Proverbs. Plots, Stories, and Poems. A New Edition, Revised. 
X Dic tionary of Miracles; Imitative, .Realistic, and Dogmatic. 

BirifeWSter (Sir David), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. (>d. each. 

More Worldsthan One i The Ctteed of the Philosopher'and Hope of the' Christian. With Flates. 
( ' The Martyrs of Science : GALlLbo, TVCho Brahe, and KepWK. VC'th Portraits. , 
; ■ ■ ■. , Jjetters on Natnral Magic. 'With numerous Illuarailons. , 

Bright (FIbrence).— A Girl Capitalist. Cr. Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Brillat-Savarin.— Qastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

R. E. ANDERSoy,.H.A. Post Bvo,i h^f-bound, as. ... - ' 



.Bryden (H, A.).— An Exiled Scot: A R9mancq, With a Frontis- 
piece, b y J. S. CROMFTO N , R.I. Crown Svo. cloth,: 3J.&f. '■ ■^•'^-. -a. ' .-' -' 

Brydges jHarold). --Uncle Sam at Hbirte. With 91 Illu-stratioris. 

' Post 8voi illustrated boards, gj. ; cloth limp, gj. 6rf. u_;__^_^-,__iL2ij_.:_:.il_l__il.^.^^_^_ 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy bf Melancholy;' With "I^ransla- 

(ions of the Quotations. Demy 8vp, cloth extra; jf. M. ,.' . ■-! ■■ ',' j:''-!'' 'i i', 7 ' ',. 

Melancholy Anatomised: An Abridgment of burton's anatcmy. Post Sro, hall-cl., si. Sii 



Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by, / 

Tbe Completa Poetloal Works of Robert Buchanan, s vols.» crown 8vo, buckram, with 

Portrait I^ontispiece to each vol ume, igj. ^__ 

Crown 8ro, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated bonrd!!, 7s. each. 



The Shadow ot the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. With Froutispiece, 
God and the Man. With u lUustrations by 
Lady Kflpatrlck. JFred. Barnard. 
The martyrdom of Hadellne: Vijfii 
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER. 



Love He for Ever; with Frontispiece. 
Annan Water. I Foxglove Manor. 

The Nevr Abelard. | Rachel Dene.. , 
Matt ; A Stor^r of a Cnravaii. With Frontispiece. 
The Master of the Mine. With Frontispiece. 
The Hair of Linne. | Woman and the man. 



Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6rf. each. '' 

Red and White Heather. I , Andro meda : AnIdyUof theGreat-RLvei. 

The Shadovr of the Sword. Fopular Edition, mediu m 8vo, 6(/, 

The Charlatan. By' Robert Buchanan and Henry Murray, Crown Svo.' cloth, with a 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON. 3J. 6^, ;.post 8vq. picture boards, as. 

Burgess (Gelett) and wyi Irwin.— The Picaroons : A San Fran- 

cJBCo Night's Entertainment. Crown Svo, cloth, js, 6d. (Jan . 

Caine (Hall)^ Novels by." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, ». each t clothlimp, sj. 6d. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. I A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

,A]5o Library, Editions of the three novels set iii, net)r>;itype,' crown 8vo,. bound uniforiij wtth 
The Chrlstlant 6s. each; and Cheap Popular Editions, medium 8vo. portrait-cover, d.-^,. each.— 
Also the FINB-PAPBR EDITION of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, eilc top, zx. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, y . net. ■ ■•; '_ \ 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruise of the ' Black 

Prince ' Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, 9s. 

Canada (Greater) ; The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadiafi 

Noyth-West. ByE. B. OSBORN,B.A. W'ith^Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. 

Captain Colgnet, Soldier of the Empire: Ati Autobiography. 

Edited by LOREDAN Larchey, Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With 100 Illustrations. Crown ivo. 
cloth, y. 6fif. [ [ . 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post Svo, el., 15. 6^. 
Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures of Jones. With J7 lUu^tra- 

tions. Fcap. Svo, cloth, ss. ' | ■.. ' 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 

The King in Yellow. Crown Svo, cloth, 3x. 6d. ; fcap. 3vo, cloth linlp, as. 6et. ^ 

In the Quarter. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, gj. 6ii. ^ 

Chapman's (George), Worlcs. Vol. I., Plays "Complete, includin^tlie 

Doubtful Ones,— Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, . with EsSay by A. C. SWINBI;rne.— Vol. 
in., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey, Three Vols., crown Svo. cloth, ^r. 6d. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Donna, Crown Svo. cloth, 31. 6rf. 

Chaucer tor Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Wi^ 

a Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4t6, cloth extra, y. 6d. 
Chauoev for Schools. With the^ Story of his Times and his Work, By Mrs. H. R. HaWbu 
, A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Detn y.fl vo,'cloth, as. 6d. ^ T 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by R, B. Wormald. Cro^n SvOrcloth, sjt 

The Hlnor Taotlas ot Chess 1 A Treatise on the Deployment of the.Forces in obedience to Stia* 
tegic Principle. By Fj K. YOUNC and E. C. HowELL. Long fcap. .'8vo; clbth, 2J-. 6A - ' -A 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containing the Avtbonsed Account of. the 230 Games 

§layed Aug.-5ept., 1893. With Annotations by PiLLSBURV, I.ASKER, TarraSCH. STEINITZ, 
CHIFFERS, TEICHMANN, BARDELHBEN, BLACKB17RNE..GUN5BERG, TINSLEV, MASON.and 
AlbIN ; Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, ana 2s Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHESHIRE. 
Cheaper Edition. Cro wn Svo. cloth, 5s. ■ ' - ... ■ ' 



Clare (Austin), Stories by. 

For the Xtoire of li I*aS8. Po^t 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. : cloth, 2S,6tt.' 

By the Rise of the River e Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^.6^.^ 

The Tldeivay. Crown 8 vo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. , 

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, doth, 3f. 6d, each ; picture bonrds, sj. each. ' 

Paul F.wrelL ^ I ' Why Paul Ferroll glll.d hli WIW. ' ■ 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Qr. 8vo, 31. 6j. 
Coates (Anne).— Rie's Diary. Crown Svo, cloth, 3}. 6ii, 



CHATTO ^t WINDUS, Publlalierg. in St. Ma rtins Lane, Uondon, w.C. s 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Cups of Soula. Post 8v'o, lUustrnted boanis, as. 

The Red Sultan. Crown Svu, dbtli extr.i, ^.6(i. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo. dotli extra. 3.?. 61'. ' __^__ 

Collins (C- Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post ^vo, boards, 35. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.)i Books by. Cr. 8vo, ci., 35. 6d. each. 

Illustrations of Tennyson. 

Jonathan Swift. A'-Biographical and Critical Study. < 

Collins (Mortimer and Prances), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3f. 6tf. each ; post 8vo~, illustrated boards, ss. each. 
From midnight to Midnight. I Blacksmith and Scholar. 

You Play me False. | T h e Vi llage Comedy. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each. 
Transmigration. | Sweet Anne Page. I Frances. 
A Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. | 



Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, .cloth extra, many Illustrated, ^j.' firf. each r post 8vo, picture boards, as. each ; 
cloth limp, 2S. 6it. each. 



^Antonlna. 

«BasU. 

«Hlde and Seek. 

*The Woman In White. 

*The Moonstone. 

*Han and Wife. 

«The Dead Secret* 

After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name. 



My Miscellanies. 
Armadale. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. 7 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Lavr and the I^ady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 



Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Bobe. 
Heart and Scienoei 
* I Say No.' 
A Revue's Ufa. 
The Evil Genius. 
Iiittle Novels. 
The Legacy of Gain. 
Blind Love. 



*4I(* Marked * have been reset in new typft in uniform style. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, &/. eaCh. 

The Moonstone. I Antonina. t The Dead Secret. 

The Woman in White. 1 The New Magdalen. [ Man a nd Wife. | Armadale. 

The Woman In White. Large Type, Fine J?aper edition. Pott 8vp. doth, ^ilt top, sa 
net ! leather, gilt edges, 3J. net. , 

Colman's (George) Humorous Works: ' Broald Grins,' 'My Night- 

gown and Slippers,' &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3J. 6rf. . - ■, ^ j 

Colquhoun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cAdth, 

y. 6d. ; post 8yo, illustrated boards, gj. , -" 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35^ 6d. 
Compton (Herbert), Novels by. 

The Inimitable HrE> Hasslntfham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6ti. 

The Wilful Bf ay. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. ■ ^ 

Convalescent Cookery. By Catherine Ryan. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cl., is. 6d. 
Cboper (Edward H.).-rQeoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 
C ornish (J. P.).— Sour Orapes : A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s . 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or. The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Sopetstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT; F.R.S. With 
two Steel Plates by G EORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo. cloth, yj. 6rf. ^___^ 

Cotes (y. Cecil).— Two Qirls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

F. H.'^rbWN SEND. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. : post 8vo, cloth, gf. &f. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stofies by. 

' ' ~^3^He Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3t. 6a, ; post Svo^ 
•K '' illustrated boards, aj. 
y. Hla Vanished star. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Crellln (H. N.).— Romances of the Old Seraglio. With 28 lUus- 

trations by 5. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3f. 6d. ^ ^ ,.' ' 

Cresswell (Henry).— A Lady of Aligrule. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, fo. 
Crim (Matt.).— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 3J. 6rf. : post 8vo. illustrated boar d s, as. ^ 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

CROCKETT GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, ' Q..' and W. CLARK RUSSELL, With 3 
.■■ ' Illustrations bv FRANK BKANGWYN. Crown 8fO, cloth. JJ. td. 



6 CHAttO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Maftin*a Lad^, LondoB, W.C .^ 
Croker {Mrs- B. M,), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^ 6^* 

' each ; post 8vo, iUustrated boards, ss. each ; cloth limp, ss. 6d. each. 
Pvetty Miss NeylUe. Interfeveiica. Village Tal0s & Juntfla 

.Pvopev Bride. ~" ' ----- 



A Faihlly Xilkezieist 
A Third Person. 
Mr. JerviBi 



Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda* 
married or Slii£l« 7 



_ oper 

A Bird of Passage. 

Diana Barrlngton. 

*itfo Masters. ^_^_^_ 

CroWn 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
Borne One Else. .I Miss Balmalne's Past. I Beyond the Pale* 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. | Jaaon* &c. 1 Infatuation. 

Terence. With 6 lUustrations by Sidney Paget. 

* To Lett* fto. Post 8vo, picture boards, tts. ; cloth limp, 2S. 6d. 
The Cat'Srpavr. Witli lailllustrations by FRED, FeGKAM. " 
Plana Bar eington. Popular EpiTioN, medium 8vo, 6j^. 



The Cat'Srpavr. Witli lailllustrations by FRED. Pegkam. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6*. 



Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The \ 

First, from iSgs to 1843 J the Second, from 1844 to 1851. A Gathering- of the Best Humour of 
THACKERAY, FlOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A'BECKETT, KOHERT BroUGH. &C. Witli i 
numerous Steel Engrravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHanK, HiNE, LaNDELLS, ^&q. 
Two Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth gilt, js. 6d. each, ' 

The Xilfe ol George Cruikshanh. By Blanchard Jerrold, With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y, 6d. ' _^^_^__ 

Cumming (C^.F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. . 

In the Hebrides. With an Autotype FVontispiece ^nd'sj Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and pn the Indian Plains, with 42 IllilstFatiions. 

T«ro. Happy Years in Ceylon. With 28 Illustrations, i 

Via Cornigall to Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. ■ 

Cussans (John E.).— A Handbook of Heraldiy; with Instructions 

for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS„ &c. Fourth Editfbn, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and g Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. ' 

DaMdet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, cloth extWi y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. , , 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).— Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Frofesdon for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, doth, is. 6d. ' 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

jFrontispiece'by STANLEY, WOOD. ' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. , 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Vorke-), Works by. Cr, 8vo, is. ea.; cl„ is, &?. ea. 

One Thoji^nd Medical Maxims and, Surgical Hints. 
~ Nursery Hints : A Mo6her's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat : The Diet etic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout. 

^ Aids to Iiong Xilte. , Crown flvo, as. ; cloth limp, gj.^. ■ . - 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction and Notes, by Re?. A. B. Grosart, P.P. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. 6d. each. 

De Guerin (Maurice), TKe. Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trebutien, 

'With' a Memoir by Sainte-BeuVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH- 
iiJgham. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, af. 6rf. ; ^ ;J_^ 

■D^ Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by HEWRY AttWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gj. 6rf. , , 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

of The oaks. By IXjUIS henry CURZON. Crown 8vo. clot h lim p, as. 6.-1?. 

0ewar (T. R*)-^A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 lUustra- 

tlons. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, is. 6d. 

De Windt (Harry), Books by. 

Through the Gold-Flelds of Alaska to Bering Straits. With Map and 33 fuU-page Illus- 
trations, Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, clotli, 6j. 
Tme Tales of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3J. 6rf. , ' 

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By Alfred Rimmer, 

With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VandeRHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square 8vo, doth,, 3J.,6rf. I 
Christmas Days -vltta Boz. By Percy Fitzgerald. With Illustrations in facsimile of Old 
Printa. Crown Syn, cl^th, 3J. 6rf. , ' . ■ ' ' - \Shartly. 

Dictionaries. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names. In Fiction, Allusions, Refepenees* 
Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. By Hev. E. C. brewer, LL.D. A New Edi- 
tion, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth, -^s. 6rf, 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitcttive, ReaUstlc, ap,d Dogidatlc. By the Rev, E, C, Brewer, 

LL.D, Crown Svo, cloth, 31. erf- 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With nistozlcal an^ Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 

A. BENT, A.M. Crown Svoj cloth extra. is.(>d. ■ 

*me Slang! Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8v6, doth^ &;.&/< ' 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters, By 
ELIEZER Edwards. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3*. 6f^. ' 



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, ill St. Martin's Lane. Lon don, W.C. 7 
Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., JVl.P.).— The British Empire. 

Crown 8vo, buckram , jr. 6rf. 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. [ ~^ 

Thomas Bewlok and Ws FupUs. with 93 mustra,tions. Scmareevo, dotlh, gj. 6rf. 

Four Frenchw'omeu. With F^ur Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 

Eighteenth Century Yltfnettes. In Three Series. Crpwn 8vo, buckram, dr. each. i 

A Paladin of Fhllanthpopy, and other Papers. Wity a Illusta. Cn Svo. buckram, 6j. 

Blae-walk Studies. With 5 Illustrations. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8to, buckram, gilt top^ 6*. 

Dobson (W.T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo, cloth hmp. as. 6a. , 

Donovan (Dicic), Detective Stories by. 

Post Svo. illustrated tioard?,js.r. e^ch ; cloth limp, 3S. 6tl, each, 

""" '«»■„_*-.». Suspiblon Arottsed. | Riddles Read* 

A Detective's Triumphs. 

In the Grip oC the Law. 

From Information Reoelyed. 



The Man-Hunter. I Wanted. 
Caught at Ziast. | Tracked to Doom. 
Traofced and Taken. | Link by Link. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Dunc an 7 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d, each :' post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. feach ; cloth, «. 6d. each. 
The man from Uanohester. With 23 lUustratipns. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Te rrace. [ The Chr onicles. of Miohaal Danevlteh* 

Crown Svo, cloth, y. 63,. each, ^ ' 
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service.— Also picture doth, flat baclE,'3f. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
. Deacon Brodie ; or. Behind th e Mask. | Tales of Terror* 

Dark Deeds. Crown Svo, picture clo th, flat back, zj. ' ' - 

DowHng (Richard).— Old Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo, cl., zs.U. 
Doyle (A. Conan).— The Firm of Girdiestoiie. Cr. Svo, cl., 35. U. 
Pramatlsts, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. td. per Vpi. 

pen Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoinby 
_ \ William GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 

■ , Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays completw; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
. >, Translations, with an Essay by A.C.SWINBURNE; Vol. III., Translationsof the lUad and Odyssey, 

■. Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
-'■Masslnger'B Plays. From Gifford's Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 

Dublin Castle and Dublin Society^ Recollections of* By A 

Native. Crown SvO, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Everard Cotes), Books by. 

, ' CrOwn 8vo. cloth extla, ^s. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With mlllustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
An American Girl in London. With So Illustrations by F. H. TownSend. 
The Simple Adventures of aJUemsahib. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TowkseNd. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^r. 61/. each. 
A Daughter of To- Day. J Vernon's Aunt. With,47lUQstra tion sby Hal Hurst., 

Dutt (Roniesh C.).— Ehgflfind and India: A Record of Progress 

during One Hundred Years. Crown Syo,' cloth, gj. , , 

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards, 3J. 6(ft per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Sidney's {Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. . 

Edgcumbe (Sir E- R. Pearce),— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

™ ^'^d, pn the stiver Plate. , With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 5^. 

" Zji;des'(Mrs. Annie), Noyels by. 

k:' jFbint. of Honoul*. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ss. { A Plaster Saint. Cr. Svo, cI., y. 6rf. ' 
'"~ hW Lovell. Crown Svo. oioth, y. 6rf. ; illustrated boards, zs . . ^__ 

Edwards (^Hezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6(i, 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. Wage, an^ Four Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, $s. ^ 

Eggleston (Edward). — Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. 
Kiglishman^f.An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections^duFihg the 

^^'^^gn.of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. fitfc . " 



j^hglishman's House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or^ Build- 

ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece a'nd.^34 Illust^. Cr. Svo, cloth, '-^t td. 

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning^, Cr. Svo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Syo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 



8 CHAT TO & WINDUS, Publishers, lii St Martin's Lane, London, W,C. 
Faraday (Michael)^ Works by. Po§t 8vo, icloth extra, ,45.^'rf. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle,: Lectures delivered before a JuvenUe Audience. Edited 

by William Crookes, F.C.S. With immerous Illustrations. 
On the Vaplous Forceis of Nature, and their Relations to each other. Edited by 
Wi lliam Crookes. FjCS. with Illustrations. _ 

F arrer'~(Jv Anson).— War; Three Essays. Crown 8vo. cloth. 15, 6d. 
Fenn (O. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, clotli extra, 3^ . 6rf. eaclu post gvoj illustrated boards, ss. eacli. 
The New Mistress. | Wltnfe ss to the Deedw | The T iae^'Lliy. | The White Virgin. 

Crowif 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d, each. 



A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The,pa9eof.AllsaGray. 
Cbmrnbdore Junk* 
Black Blood. 



Doujble Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote- 
King or the Castle. - 
The Master qf the Cere- 
monies. 



The Story of Antony Grjace 
The Man with a Shadbiv. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. 



, Cirown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, ts. each. . 

Ti^p Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok : a Story of Adventure. 
/ . I^b Cankerworm ! being Episod es of a Woman's Life. | ..K^ck Shadows, y 

A CJPimson Crime. Crownjvo, cloth, gilt top, bs. ; picture cloth, flat back, ar. 

Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descripiive Notices and Reviews of 

over NINE HUNDHED NOVELS, will be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & WiNDUS upon application . 

Fin-Bee— The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

and pining. Post 8vo. clotli limp, 2.f. 6rf. 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of,; oi:,'The Tyrotechnist's 

Treasur y. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 Illustrations.' CrdwnSvo, clotli, 3J. 6rf. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn,, W. Clark Rus- 
■ sRi.t,, Grant Allen, Ha,ll Caine, George r. Sims, Rudyard Kipling-,- A. Conan Doyle, 

M. E. IJRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RiDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALI.ANTYNE, I. ZaNCAVILL. 
'MORLRY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI, J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRAN';e 

■ Winter, Bret Harte, ■ Q.,' Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatorv story 
by jEROltlE K. -Jerome, and 185 illustrations. A New Editjoii. Small demy 8vo, art liuen, 3J. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. . 

litttle BssayA: Wssages from the Letters oPChaRLES LAMb.. Post 8vb, cloth, u. 6d. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustra ted boards, as. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ss. each, 
Bella Donna. I The I«ady of B;rantome. " 1 The Second Mrs. TUlotson. 

Polly. I Never For gotten. I_SeYepty-flye Brooke Street. 

Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, w. 6rf. 
Christmas Days with Boz. With Illustrations in Facsi?iile of Old Prints. Crowii8vo, rloth, 
3r. 6d. ^ ' ' ' [Shortly. 

Plstnimarion (Camiile), Works by. 

, ^-.'l^pnlaVt Astronomy: AGeneral Description of 'the Heavens. Translated by J. Ellard Gore, 
T.R.Affi. With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth, loj. 6rf. 
Urania; A Romance.- With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,-cloth extra, Sf. 

Fletcher's <Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Chnst^s Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie on ^arth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
Rev. A. B. GROS^RT. D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, 7fl.6d. . 

Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III, With Photo- 

gravure Frontispifece'^an4 Thirty-six full-page illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Fo rbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. D,). — Dumb. Crown Svoycl., 35. 6d. 
Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
One by One. | ARealQne en. \ A Pog and hts Sha dow. | Bopas of Sand. Illust. 
' ■ , ■ Post Svo, illustrated t^oHrds, us. each. 
Qaeen Cophetua. r Olyin pla. I Rotnarices of the Eiaiar. | King or Knave? 
Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo. cloth, -jts. 6d. • ^_ ^ 

F^6d(6ric (Harold), Novels by. Post Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf..each ; 

illu.<itrated boards 2S. each. 

Satli's Brother's Wife. I The Iiawton Girl. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, f964. ] 

Edited by JOH N LANE. Published Annually.' Crown Svo. cloth, u. 6d. . ' ^^^ ■ 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. 15. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and^ firaenHoUBre. By George Glhnny. 

Household Horticulture. BvTOMandlANE Jer^i^old. Illustrated. 

Th e Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Terrold. , i 

0aulot (Paul), Books by: 

^ The Red Shirts : A Tale of '■ The Terror," Translated by JOHN DE Vit-LIERS. With a Fron 
' ' tispiece by STANLEY WOOD, Crown Svo, cloth, ax. 6^. : picture cloth, flat back, ej. 

Eiove and Lovers of the Fast. Translated by Charles Laroche. M.A. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.. . 



CHATTO& WINDUS. Publisher5, iii St. Martln'a Lane, London, W«C , 9 
Gentleman's M.agazinQ, The. 15. Monthly. . Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science, Bioffraphy, and Art, and 'Table Talk 'by SylvaNUS UrbAN. 
*4,* Bound Volwnes/oy recent yeitrs kept in stock, Rf. &f. each. Cases/or bi'miinff , zj. eavh. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and' 

Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after 
George CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6j. 6rf. ; gilt edges, fs, 6rf. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,c1.,3j. 6(^, ea.; postSvo.bds.i^s. ea, 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. ) Loving a Dream, r The Braes of Yarrow. 

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. I Of Hfgh Degree, 

The Flower of the Forest* , ] Queen of the Headow. 



The Dead Heart. 

For Etaok of Gold. 

What Win the World Say 7 

For the King. 

A Hard Knot. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 
In Pastures Green. 
In Iiove and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. 



In Honour Bound* 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Gibney (5omervilIe).— Sentenced ^ Crown gvo, ciothy 15. 6f^. . , 
Gilbert's (W. S.) Original Plays, to. 3 Series, post 8vo, 25. 6(/. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace 9f Truth— Trial by Jury-Iolanthe. - - > i 

The Second series : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— CretchenrrDan'l'Druce—Toin Cobb 
r-n.M.S. • Pinafore '—The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 

The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy— Foggerty's Fqiry— Rosencrantz and Guildenstem— 
Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore-The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondoliers— 
' vTfte Mountebanks — Utopia, 

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, demy Svo, cipth, &r. iS^f 
each. The First Series contains: The Sorcerer— H.M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Pirates of Penzance— ■ 
lolanthe— 'Patience — Princess Ida— .-The.MSkado-^Trial by Jury. i - 

The Second series contains: The Gondoliers— The Gravid Uuke— The Yeomen of the Cuard— 
His Excellency— Utopia. Limited— Rudtligore — The Mountebanks— HaSte to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day in the Vear, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A- SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WAjSOf^. 
Royal i6mo. Japanese leather, aj. 6d. ' ' ' 

Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post^ Svo^ 

illustrated boards, gj. - ; 

Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crovirn Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

A Secret of the North Sea. \ The'Wealth of Hallerstang. 

Knitters in the Sun. | An AngeVs Portion. , ,, . 



Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. , 

Crojvn Svo, cloth extra, sj*. 6d. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, aj. each. 
The Lost Heiress : A Tale of Love, Battle, arid Adventute. With t'wo Illustrations by H. NiSBKT. 
The Fossloker : A Romance of M£|,shonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NlSB^T. 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontis piece by STAl-jLEV WoOD. 

The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6ct^ 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo clothe ij.6<f. ~ , ■, 

Tales from the Veld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. Nisbet. Crown Svo, olQth, $r. 6d. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S, CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown Svo, cloth, g'lt 
edges, SJ.; cloth, gilctop. 6j. 



Qlenny (George).— A Yearns Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post avo. ij. ; cloth, is, i^^. 

Godwin (William). — Lives of the Necromancers. Postgvo, cl., 2s. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

from the Best Authors. By Theodore TAYLOR. Cfown 8vo, cloth. 3 s. 6rf. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. Svo, 3s;. 6ii. 
Gore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.).— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 

tion to the Stud y of the'Stars and Nebulae. Crown Svo. cloth, gj. net. . . - .. 

Grace (Alfred A.).— Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Greeks and ^'^(omans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

■^Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFKER. ■With's4S Iltustra- 
tions. Large crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7J. 6d. 

Greenwood (James: "The Amateur Casual").— The Prisoper 

In the Pock j My Four Years' Daily Experiences In the London Police Courts. Cr. Svo. cl., 3f. 6d. 

Grey (jSir George),— The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

Pereonai t-ife and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMBS MlLNH. With Portrait. SECOND 

Edition.' Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. ■ 



10 CHATTO & WlNDUS, Publishers, ill St. Martin's t.ane, London, W.C. 



Griffith (Cecil).— Corintliia Marazion: A 

CKtra, 3J. 6a. ' ' , 



Novel. Crow-n 8vo, cloth 



Qunter (A. Clavering:, Author of 'Mr, Barnes of New York').—-' 

A Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vq, cloth, 3s. 6rf. [ ^ ' " 

Quttenberg (Violet), NoveU by. 

Neither Jew nor Creek. [ Tite PoTarer of the PaJmTat . 

Hair, , The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

lated from the Gennan of Dr. J. PlWCUS. Crown 8vo. is. ; cloth, ts. 6d. 

Hake (Pr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 65. eabh; 

, New Symbols. I L egends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 
. Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to. cloth extra, 8j. ^ 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meade and 

Clifford Halifax, M.D. Crown 8vo, doth, ^.6d. ■ 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLiSE, Gilbert, Harvey, and George cruikshank. 
Small demy Syo, cloth eixtra, ^s. 6d. ■ 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

The Track ot a Storm. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, v. 

jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6 rf. . 

, , . Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6r. each. 

Bnreka. I Hernando. 

Halliday (Andrew) .— Every-day- Papers. Post 8vo, picture bds.. 25. 
Hamilton (Cosmo), Stories by- Crown 8vo, cloth gilt,' 3s. 6^?. each. 

Tlie Olahiour of the Impossible. . I Through a Keyhole. 

*«* The two stories may a|so be ha^ bouiid together in one volume, crown 8vo, cloth, 3f. 6d, ' 

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Vol. , I. COHPLETB POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Stecl-plato Portrait. 
„ " 11. THE LUCfc OF ROARING CAMP— BOHEMIAN PAPERS— AMERICAN LEGEND, 
„ III. TALpS OF THE ARGONAUTS— EASTERN SKETCHES. 

,, IV. Gabriel CONROY. | VoU v. Stories--=Condensed novels, arc. ., 

,, VI. TALfiS dF TTHE I*ACIFIC SLCIPE. ; ; , 

„ VII. TAtES OF 'THE Pacific Slope- II. With Portrait by John pettie, R. A, 

„ VIII. Tales of the Pine and the CypIiess. 

„ IX. buckeye and chapparel. 

• ■„ X. Tales of Trail an d town. &c 

, Bret Harte's Choice Works, in Prose and Verse, With Portrait of the Author and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, ST. 6rf ' 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, including " Some Later Verses." Crown 8vo, buckram, 4;. 6<i. 

Some Later Verses. Crown 8vo, linen gilt, 5^. ' 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 8ira,.picture cloth, flat back, as: 

Condensed Novels* (The Two Series in One Volume.) iPott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, w. net ; leather, 
gijt edges, gj. net. ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. I From Sandhill to Plne.^ 

Under the Redwoods. I Stories In Iiight and Shadow. 

Hir. Jack Hamlin's Medlat loni. 

Crown Svo, ,cIoth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2f. each. 
' Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley l. WOOD, 

A Ward of the Golden Gat e. Wjtli s» Illustrations by St anley u. Wood. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each. 

Busy t A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 

Bally Dows, &c. With 47 lUustrattohs by W. D. ALMOND arid others. 

ThejBell-Ringer of AngeVSi &c. With 39 Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and others 
' Clarences A Story bf the American Wai*. . With Eig^t Illustratiuns by A. jULgGooDMAN. 

Barker's Iiuck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A. Forestibr. Paul Hardy, &c. 



Pevll's Pordt &c. With a Frontispiece by W. H. OVEREND. 

The Crnsade ot the ** Excelsior.*' with a Frontispiece by J. Bernard Partridge. 

Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Ttee HiU. With 8 Illustrations by J. GUtiCM. 



Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G, P. Jacomb-Hood. 

Mew Condensed Novels: B nirlesques. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each ; picture cloth, flat backs, ax. each. 
The Xinck of Roaring Camp, and Sensation Novels Condensed. 
A Sapnho of Green Sprliigs. | Colonel Stavbottla'a Client* 

A Protegee of J ack H amlin's, with num erous Illustrations. 

Post 8td, illustrated boards, sj< each. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. | The Luck of Roarin g Camp. I Callfornlan Btorlesi 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ei. each ; cloth, vs. 6i. each. 
FUpi 1 Maruja. 1 A PhylUs of the Sierras. 



C HATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martlnrs Lane, LondoUt W.C ii 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over loo Fapsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE Sal^MANCA. Post 6vo, half-cloth, ss. 6d, 

Hanlcy-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

Hand, &c. Edited by W. H. CRBMeR. With aooiIUustrations. Croum 8vo, cloth extra, 4J. ^. . . 

Hardy (Rev. E. J., Author of ' How to be Happy thotigh Married *).— 
liOVe, Cpngtshlp, and Marriage. Crown 8to. cloth, 3f. 6ifi 

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by. 

_ Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

The £.esser EtU. . I Man, Woman, and Fate. 

" ■ A Butterfly ! Her Friends and her Fortunes. ' ■ ■/_ 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vb, cloth 

extra, sr. 6d.i illustrated boards, as. ; doth limp, ar. 6d.—XisQ the" FINE" PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo; 
cldth, gilt top, as, net ; ieg.ther, gilt edges, 3Jt net/ ' ■ 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. ., , 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and gi lUustratioifs. 'Square Svo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art ofXHeooeatlon. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq, Svo,.cloth bds.. 6j. 
The Art Of Dress. With 33 Illustrations. Post Svo, m. ; cloth, w. 6rf. 
Chancer fOK SchOpls. With the Story of his Times and his Work. A' New Edition, revised. 

With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, as. 6d. 
Chaucer fpr .Children, with 38 Illustrations fS Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M. A.). —American Humorists: Washington 

IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, J AMES RUSSELL LOWE^L, ArTEMUS WARD, MARK 
TWAIN, and Bret Harte. Crown Svo, cloth, gj. ■ '-' ' 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. , ^~~' T~^ ■ ';.';. , 

CrownSvo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. each; post Svo, illustrated hoards, 2J. each.i - 
Garth. I EUloe Quentln. | Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 

Fortune's Fooh [Dust. Four Illusts. | David Foludexter's msaitpearanae. 

1 T he Sfp ectrjB of the Camersh . 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as, each. 

Mlsfi Cadogna. ^ | Love— o r a Name* ,; ^ -, 

Sebastian Strome. jCroyg,Sv9( cloth, 3J. 61^ '/ 

Heckethorn (C. W.); 'Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. eath, 

London Souvenirs. | Edndon Memories ! Soctal, Historical, and Topographical . 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. td, each. 

Animals and their master s. .. [ Social Pressure. , 

Ivan de Blron ; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^j-. 6d. ; post 8vjo, illustrated board^, sy. 

^ Henderson (isaac). — Agatha Page: .A. Novel., Cr. 8vo,, cl.^ 3^. 6rf. 
Henty (Q. A.), Novels by. ^ 

, ,'BnMib, the Juggler. Post sVo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. ; illustrated board?, m. 
,, , .Colohel Thorndybe's Secret. With a Frontispiece by Stanley l. wood. Small demy Svo, 

U;:, i. .,- . , cloth, gilt edges, jj. ' ' ' 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. ea=h. 

The Queen's Cup. I Dorothy's Double. 



Herman (Henry). — A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6t^. 
Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freel*and: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

lated by ARTHUR. RANSOM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6.r. . ' . 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von). ^ Tunis: The Land and 

. the People. With Z2 Illustrations. Crown 8vq, cloth extra. 3X. 6d. ' 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 

I post 8vo, picture bpards, ss, ' _J 

Hill (John), Works by. /, ..„,i 

Tipaaaon-Felohy. Post 8vo, boards, gj. I The Common Ancestor. Gr. Svo, elotfttgr^ftl . ,, 

Hinkson (H. A.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, clpth, gilt top,'6s,'eafeE;', ,,; 

Fan Fitzgerald. I Bilk and Steal. ' --•' ',*» ' 

Hoey (Mrs. Casbel).v-The Lover's Creed. Post Svo, board^^ izt^ , 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sh6ll, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.p„ JOHN Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett Cameron, Justin H..MCC;arthv, 
.' Paul La'ngb, J. W. Graham, j. h. Salter, phcebe Allen, S. j; becketi-, L. RiveKS vine, 
agd C. F...G0RDON CUMMING. Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. -■'--' 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 1 ' :sr?,i ' 

TlMvAutocratottheBraaktast-Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon THOIHSON,, rost.ai[S,.B)o|Ti 
^'^aa6,'as.'6d. 'Another Edition, nost Svo, doth, 2r. ' ' ■ 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast^Tabla and The PBOfassoiv at tl^e Breahfast-TablB. 

In One Vol. Post Svo, haJf-bound, 2S. - ,' ' ' • '■' ; ' 

Hoqper (Mrs, Qeo.).-r-The House of Raby. "Post Svo, boaras, zs, 



l a CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St. IWartin'g Lane. London, W.C. 
Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. ' Crown 8vo, cloth,w. 6rf. 
Hooa'»,Whlin»,alld OadltlaB. With 85 Illustrations. Post SvQ,, hall-bound, is. . 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; incluiiing his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bpus Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With a Life. A New Edition, with a Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, y. »f. , ' ' 

Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. 

For Freectom. Crown 8vo, cloth, &r. 



Crown Svo, cloth, gj, 6rf. each. 

"■'■■*-- "frontispiece, I Thai _ ^ 

[ Nell Haffenden. With 8 Illustrations by C. GREGORY. 

Horne (R.Hengist),— Orion: An Epic Poem. With Pliotograph" 



•Twixt Ijove and Duty. With a Frontispiece, [ ' The Incomplete AdventureF. 
The Knaents ot Carrfconna. I Nell Haffenden. Withsniu " 



Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. GrovTi Svo. cloth extra, 7J. 



Hornung: (E. W.).— The Shadow of the Rope, Crown 8vo. cloth,. 

.ftilttop, 6j. . '^ ' ■ *^ 

Hugo (Victor).— The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'Islande). Trans- 
lated tgr Sir Gilbert Campbell. Crown, 8vo, cloth, .y. td. 

Hume (Fergus), Novels by. '' ""^ 

SJ?" feS'^y '***"* Nowhere, Crown Svo. clotli. 3*. U. ; picture cloth, flat back, m 
The Mllllonalge Mystery. Crown 8»o. cloth, y. 6rf. - 

Hungerford (Mrs., "Author of * Molly Bawn*), Novels by. 

<Jro^ 8vG, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; poit Svo. illustrated boards, 2j. each ; cloth limp, as. 6rf. each. 



A Maiden All Foilovn, 

In Durance yilei 

Marvel. 

A Modern GiFee. 

April's Lady. 



Peter's Wife. 
Lady Patty. 
LadsrVerner's Flight. 
The Ked-Hoase Mystery. 



An Unsatisractbipy Lbver. 

The Professor's Experiment. 

The Three Graces. 

Noi;a Crelna. 

A Mental StruMle. 



C/ovn 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
An Anxious Moment. I The Coming of Chloe. j A Pplnt of Conscience. 1 Loyloe. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays: A Tate for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by EDMUND Ollier. Post 8vo, half-bound, g^. -- . ' 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred)/ Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3;. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ss. each. 
The Leaden Casket. | ^ Self- Condemned, | That Other Person. 
Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. ^d. ■ ^- 

Hutchison (W. M;).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 

. tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra; y. 6d. , 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of ' 

liis Metho(f, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR. M.B. Criwn 8vo. clotli extra, 6>, 

Idler Alagazine (The). .Edited by Robert Bark. Profusely nius- 

trated. 6rf. Monthly. . 

impressions (The) of Aureole. . Post 8vo, cloth, 21. 6i. 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, I5. 6i. 
Inman (Herbert) and- Hartley Aspden.— The Tear of Kalee. 

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. / 

In ' Memoriam : Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected 'and 

arranged by LUCY RIDLHY. Small square 8vo. cloth, aj. 6d. net ; leather, gy. 6d. n et. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TRBVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition., Crown Svo. cloth, gj. 

finish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 
- ' Perceval graves. Post svo, doth limp, gj. 6rf. ' 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Tv?enty Years at the Lyceum. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, ij. erf. • ,. 

James (C. T. C). ^ A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

Svo. cloth limp, xs. 6ct. . 

Jameson (William). ^My Dead Self. Post 8vo. cloth, zs. 6rf. t 

Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. Svo, cloth, 51, , 
Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

COPlOSitleB of CpltlfllBm. Post Svo, cloth limp, ej. 6d. 

bard T.qnr«on : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post Its, doth, if, 64, 
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Jefferies (Richard), Books by. 

The Open Alv. Post 8vo, cloth, u. 6d. 



„ . Crown 8v0, bUckram. 6s, each*; -poa^ 8vo, cloth limp, ss. 6rf. each. 
IfBtuve near London. \ The Life of the Fleldi. 

*^'J!*f«^*^^° JF**! ^™? ^^^^^ EDITION of The Life of the Fields. Pott 8to. cloth, 
gut top, 2j. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3^ . net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir Walter Besant. With a Photograph Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; 

Jerome (Jerome K.)» BoQks by.. 

Btage^nd. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, ptcture cove^i xs. 

Johttingerlieldt&c.i With 9 Htusts. by A. s. Boyd and John g,ulich. Fca p.Svo.i^c.cov. xs.6d. 

Jerrold (DQUglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedsehog 

Letters, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, gj. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. : cloth limp, 15. 6d, each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Horticulture z A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward). ^Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8yo, cloth limp, as. 

Jones (Wiiliam, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d, each. 

FlnKer-Rln^ Love ; Historical, Legendary^ and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of lUustra^iops. 
Crowns and Coronations : A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William GifFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown 8yo, cloth, extra, 3s. 6d. each. , j 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Cbh- 

taining ' The Antiquities of the Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With £3 Illustrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6ei. :•''..' 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 

- Post Bvo, cloth limp, ss. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humoiious 

Sketii^es. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, 2J-. 6<t. 

king (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

* The Wearing of the Green.' t Passion's Slave. 1 Bell "Bwetjk 

A Dra'grn Came, crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6rf. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, g.r. ' 

Kipling Primer (A). Includiog Biographical and Critical Chapters, 

^ > an/Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. KNOWLES, Editor of 
'The Golden Treasury o? American Lyrics.' With Two Portraits. Crown 8yo, cloth, y . 6rf. 

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). -^ Tlie 

Pfttlent'a Yade Mecum ; How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. Svo. cloth, IJ. 6rf. 

Knigllts (Tlie) of tlie Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

. . Edited, witti an Introduction, by the MARQUESS jOF LORNS^.T. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

. LamhSjrt(Oeorge!).— Tlie President of Boravia. Crown &vo,c\.,y.6d. 
Lamb's (Cliarles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

'Poetiy for children 'and 'Prince Donis." Edited, with Notes and Introductioil, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on Roast Pip.' Crown 8to, dotb, 31. 6il. 

Tha Eatuys of Elia* Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half'bouna7 3j. 

Uttle Essays : Sketches and Characters b^ CHARLES J.AMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY 
FITZGERALD. Post Svo, cloth limp," av-'fiSf. • . ' ., v 

The Dramatio Essays ol Charles Iiamb. With Introduction and Notes by Brandbr Mat- 
THEWS, and Steel-^ate Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, as. 6d. ■ ^ 

Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation and Examination of Wiiliam 

Shakspeare, «rc. betore Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealuiff. 19th September, 1582. To which 
' is added, A Conteranee of master Edmond Spenser with the Earl of Essex, toucbme the 
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo, half-Roitburghe, as. td. : ^_^ 

Lane (Edward William).— Tlie Thousand and One Nights, com- 

monly called in England The Arabian Mights' Entertainments. Translated from the AraHc, 

> with Notes. lUustratedwithmany hundred Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by ED<»AJUJ 

ST ANLEV Pools. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy Svo. cloth, yj. trf. ea, 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. , , ^ 

Anesdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo„laid paper, half cloth, ir. ; 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post svo, cloth limp, as.id. , -^ , 

BfiinoSr ofiHie iTawi Forensic Anecdotes. Post Svo. cloth., ai.' . ■ 



Lehmann (R. C), Works by., Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6rf. eachy 

Cw^rfituSi" HlJt™5?%n« Bh.o»eri , A Guide .0 Foil,, Ta*. ' ' 
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Leigh (Henry S.).— Carols of Cockayne. , l^mted-OBr. hand-made 

paper, bound in buckram, 5r. ' ' ' ' 

Leland (C. Godfrey). —A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Diagrana.''-Qroliif& 8vo< cloth, 53. , ,. ,- 

Lepelletier (Bdmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated fiom 

tlie French by JOHN DH VILLIERS. Post 8vp, cioth, 35. 6ci. ■; picture boards, aj. 

Leys (Jolin K.), Novels by. ■ ■ - ■■ ••:<■' :'_ 

The ijtadBayB. Post 8to, picture bds.,3f. I A Sore Temptation. Cf, 8vo, cloth, gilt top,,6f. 

Lilburn (Adam)— A Tragedy, in Marbte. Grown fev0.clpthy%'i'. &;.' 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist Idylls'), Novels by. 

:,• 7U - .■■/ r Crown.Bvp, cloth, sff^'fiiA.eachkP'" ,-,■,, 

Rhoda Roberts. I The Jg,,ppbHe:;AR,0)fttari cfeof ^e Conspiracy of thtf Forty." 

_ ■ - _L 1 Cttwn 8vo, cloth, eilt tqp, 6f. each. 

Judah Pyekipott, PnrltaM. * , ■ ^ ' Tiie Story ot Iteah. , .. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works jby. 

An Octave of .Frlejada., Cro wn Svo, cloth , ps. 6d., ^ 

Crown Bvo; fcloth ■:xtVa,'if.6ef! each'; post 8vo, lUustrateiiil>e^rd5, «>.' eacli. 
Patricia Kemball^ J. lone. ._ ^ f Under wMohliord? With xa Illustratlotis, 
The Atonement of Iieam Dundas. I * My I^ya I *"" I T SoWlntf the Wind. 

The World WeU Iioat. With 13 lllusts. Paetc^ Cavew, Millionaire and Miser. 

Tha One Too Uatny; I Dulcie EtTerton. 1 With a BUhen Thread. 

The Rebel of the Fami ly. 
„., . ,_ , Post-Bve, clDth-Iimp»,BJ. 6rf, each. 

Wltoh StOTlei. t- ' OUFselvee: Essays on Women. 
Fraeahootlng ; Extracts o-em the Wb^les of Mrs. Lynn Linton. 

Lowe (Charles, M,A.).— Our Greate&t Living Soldjers. With 

8 Portraits. Crown Bva, cloth, 3J. 6d . ' '■ ■ ' ■■ '■ 

Liicy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown; 8vo, cloth 

exEra,.3Xf 6^1 ; post" 8jiro, illustrated bojirdg, gj. C. - . 

McCarthy (Justin), Works by. ": ^^ 

AHlStpl^of'-piulvPwn TliqeBt from the Accession .of Queen Victoria to the General election of 
jS8o. 'LlBltAtlY EDiflbN. 'Tout Vol9.7"demyi8v6,' cloth e«tra, zas. (saeM^AIso^' 'BbPULAR 
££UTI0N, in Four Vols., crown 8vo,,cIo'th extra,&F. each.— And the J'UBlt.&B EDITION, .with an 
, ' Appendix of (Eyents>to the en,d of 18&6, in Two yols., large cxown 8vo, cloth ei^ra.^J. $d. each. 

A Hl^^^y of Our OTBhl Times*' Vol. V., from' i88a to the D^mond Jubilee/ Den^Svo, cloth 
extra, lif. ; or crown 8vo, cloth; 6j. ,0;.. . >. ' ..' ■ w ; 

A History of Our O'wh Times, Vol. VI., Arom the- Diaipond Jubilee, X897, to the Accession of 
King Edward VTI. Demy 8vo, cloth, im. - ■' [Shpnly. 

A Short History of Our Oivn Times. O^c VoL, crown itva, cloth extra, lir.-^AIso a cheap 
POPULAR Edition, post Svo, cloth limp. zj-. 6rf. ■ . ■ ./ ■ •■•'.■■. 

A History of the Pour Georges and of WtlUam the Fonrthw By Justin McCarthy 
and Justin HDntly McCarthy. Four Vols., demy 8vo, chsth extra, 12s. each. 
■ The Reign of.{B>l4en(; Anne. 3 vojs.t demy 8vo, cloth, ins. each. ... 

Remlniscejapes. Vvlth a portr ait. Two Vols., demy 8vo, d oth, 245-. • • ' ■ 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra,, sx. 6d, each; post Svo, illustratcci boards, sj'; each; oloth liihp,' sj, 6d, each 

The Waterdale Neighbours. . Dqi^a Qfiixojbe. With m Illustrations. 

""" " '■ ~ The .Comet of a Season. 



My Enemy's Daughter. . 

A f'alr Saxon. | Llnley Hoahfordi 

DeaV'Xia^y Disdain. IrThe Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With is i llustrations. 



The Three Dlsgraees, and other Stories, 



Crovn syq, it^oth,- 3^-4^ -^ch^ 



Maid of Athene. With 12 Illbstrattona. 
, Oaunloia : A <:irl y/ithA Fortune. , , - 

Bed Dla monAfc- i The Rlddlii Rliti.- . 



iliojfl,a:,A;LoVis Story of "Forty-eight.' ■ 



The Right Honourable.' ByjysTiN McCarthy an4Mrs. CXufqellFrabd. CrpwnSvo, 

cloth extra, 6s. ■. ,': , ^- -. -. ,. ■ , ■ ■ ' ' 

McCarthy (Ju^tiii HuntlV), Wrti-kS by. ~~~~~' "~^' 

The Fpenoh Revolution. ' (ConatntQsnt Assembly, Z789-91), Four Vols.„deniy 8vo, cloth, las, each. 
An outline of the History of Irelandw Crown.Svo, z-r. ; clothe is.6d. ' 
. Ireland Since ;bhe U^on f Sk ctcjies of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 
Haflz in JLondon ; Pobros. Small 8»o, gftld cloth; y; ag. - ■■ * U'-' \: ■ c "*.' ^i'. 
Our Sensation Xfci-velk . Crown Svo^iptur^; cover, x^ ; cloth limp, ts*6d. 
Doom:, An Atlantic Episode. CrowiiSvOj picture.^over, js, ' 
Dolly: A Sketch. Crown Svo, piGturecover, u. ' 

£1^ Xi'asS s A Romahi:e.; Crown 8Vo, picture cover, if. ; clothlimp, xx. 6A , 
. I A Condon i;tegend. Crownitvg^ cloth, 3fi^6d?. , ; ' ^_ 

MacColl (Hus:|i), Novels by. 

Mr. Straikger^s Sealed Packet. Post sU, Uli^trattid boards, as. 
, Ednor Whltloch. Crown 8vq, cloth extra, 6f. ' . - ..^t ... , ' ' ■; 

Macdonell (Agnes).--Quakef!6ousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
MacOregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Games. Post Sto. cloth limp, af- 6tf._ , , _ ^ , ^ . „, 

Machray (Robert), Novels by, Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s* each. 
'A mow over tha'Kearti *^ - -^i r; . , ^jj^ Mystery of liinooln'a Inn. 



CHATTO & WlNuuS, Pubilshefji, in St. Martln'g Lane, l^tttidoa, W.C. is 
MacDonald (Qeorgre, LL.D.), Books by. '. ~~ 

".^"1,°? Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., jSmoi doth, cllt odzea in cloth case, aiJ. : ur 
' -ir , '"% Volumes may be had separately, in Groiier cloth, at is. 6d. each. 

■ ,;• jy"'"'" AND WlTHOUT.^THE HIDDEN Lif4. ... i 

" ,;;• X'"^ °'^'^"'"—''"**8 t-OSfEL Women.— BOOK OF SONNEl'B.,-0RtiA'N'SONrtS. - 

r III. Vioi-iN SONGS.— Songs of the Days and Nights.- a book of dreAms.— roadside 

■ „ . poems.— FORMS FOR CHILDREN, , 

•• .IV- PARABLES.-BALLADS.— SCOTCH SONGS. 

"Zin^-i:,S'i'&V'^l^^'- '^'''"^'i^^'lS'"'^", ,■ L Vol. VI r. THE FORWENT. , 

" iU- X'"^ t-tcflT princess.-the Giant's IiearT.-shadows. , 

" 'X- E^OSS PURPOSES.-THE GOLDEN KEY.— TKK CARASOYN.— LITTLE DA*tt6HT. 

„ X. THE Gruel painter.- the wowo' Rivven.— the Castle.— ThiS BjjciKax-slvoRDS. 

—THE Gray Wolf.— U ncle Cornel i us. ' ' ' . . , " 

Postical Works of George Mao9pnald. , Coliected"and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols. 

crown 8vo. bucltraiD, 18J. 777.:. f .'J I, ' -' • ; r^ . . .' 

A Threefold Cord. Edited-by George MacDonald.. :f os t gvo. cloth, v. ... .; 

Phantastes : A Faerie Romance. Withas UluSlrations'lii'li'liELL. ' Crowii Bvu, cloth'eliffa, jr. U. 
P.^SS^^'^.^J?* Bnow : A Novel. Crown Bvo, cloth extra,' «. 6rf. ; 'post 8vo, ■iilhstrated boards, ar. 
Ijinth; A Ro mance. SECOND EDITION. Crow n 8vo,. clot h ejttra, 6^. 

Mackay (ChAvtes, LL.D.). -..: Intexludes and Undertones; or. 

Music at Twilight. Crown8vo,;cli?thje»tig.16y. i- ■'■'■/J--' ' < i> ' 

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and- J^ Augustus O'Shea.— Brav6 Men 

Jn Actions ThiiilUnB Stories ur tlii BrUSsll Flae.' With 8' lliiistiations by ST*NLEy L. WOOB. 
Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt ed ges, .gj. ' h. '.,' .: ,... -; 

Maciise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 

teri: as PoFtFalts by Daniel Maclise ; with Memoirs— BiograpUical, Critical, Biblioerraphkal, ' 
and Anecdotal— lUustrative of thp Literature of the foriher half bf thie.Presettt' Ceiitiijy. by WlO-iAM 
Bates. B.A. Crown 6vo. clotli eytra, ^s^ 6(i. ■ '' '' "' \ ^ 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. each. 

In tbe ArdannaB. With-so inustrations-by ThomaS R. Magquoid, 

Plotares and I^agenfiB from Noi^mandy and Brittany. 34 lUtists. by T. R. macquoiu. 
Tnraugh Normandy. With qa illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. \ 
About Yorkshira. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. JWacQUQID. 

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats^ &c. 

Edited by W. H. CREMHR. With aoa Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 4J. 6rf. 

Magic LanterUf The* and its Management : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C. Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, u. &el. • 

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the OriginaLin the British 

Museum, 3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Spals emblazoned in Gold and Co lours. 5s . 

Mallory (Sir Thdnias). — Mp^t d' Arthur: the Slories of King 

Arthur and of the Knights of the Round'Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. Montgomerie Raw- 
.KING.. Post 8vo. cl ot h liipp. gx. ' , . . i : , ?',? . ' . , ' ' ■-' ^■ ' 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by. "" ^~ ~~ 

The Nemr Republlo. Post 8vo, cloth. ^.erf.;* picture boards, aj-, ■ . , - 

Tha New Paul and Virgini a ; Positivism on an Island. ■ Post 5vo, cloth, 2s. 6rf. . • 

Poems. Small 4tb. parchrnent, 8j. I Ib Ufa Worth Living 7 - Crown "Bva, cloth ext ra, 6s. 

Margueritte (PauB and Victor),— The Disaster. Translated~by 

Frei^eric Lees. Cro^)i>nSvo. cloth, y. 6rf. _^____^ 

MarlOiMf^' S .Works.,. .Includiiig his Translations, Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel Cunningham. Crown 8yp, cloth extira, 3J.- 6rfr '. - ■ - 

Mason (Finch).— Annals of the lidrse-5hoe Clirb; With^aUus- 

tratjons by the A^JTHOR; Crown 8yo,- cloth; gilt to^. 6t. ■ - - ■ 

Massinger's Plays, i From the Text pf William Gifford. Edited 

by Col^ cIjnniNGHAM. Crown 8v.o, plothjextra, 3^ 6rf, . ■■^•. . - 

Matthews (Brander).^ A .Secret of the Sea, &c. P5s^ Svo^jillus- 

trated bo ards, 2J-. ; cloth limp, ss. 6d. . 'TjW *" "' '^^ ' '']^_ ;' 

Max O'Reli, Books by. Crown 8vo, clbthj s^.ed. each. ' " 

Her Royal Highness Woman. | ___ Between Ourselvea. 
Rambles In Womanland.; , ' ', . ^ ,-, ', " -; 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by- 

A Soldier ol Fitrtane. Crow n Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. ; p6st 8vo. illustrated boards, ss. 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3J. 6rf, each. 



An Adventuress. 
The Blue 'Dlditaond. ' 



The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Illustrations, 

In an Iron Grip. I On tha Brink of a Chasm. 

The Siren. Tha Way of a VTomakii .^ AJBtum1yl«^by41ls W&y. 

Dr. Rumsey'B Patient. I A Son of lahma el. 

Crown'SVtf, cloth, gilt fop, 6f, each. 
^ThlB Troublesome World, I Bosebury. 



Merivale (Hermari).— Bar, $tage, and Platform rAutpBjographic 

,^:^ Memories. With a Portrait. 



Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
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Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. -';•• 

The Uan who was Good, Post 8vo, pict ure boards, gf. " ' 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. erf. each. ,. «..,„,, 

ThU 8ta<« ot Foell. I Cynthlat A Daughter of the PhllljllnM- 

Mexican Mustang: (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX. With aSg Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7J. 61/. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or. The 

H ouse of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.).— The Bath in Diseases ol the Skin. Post 8vo. 

I J. ; cloth, IJ. 6rf. , 

Mihto (Wm.).— Was Siie Qood or Bad? Crown Svo.ciath, is. erf- 
Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by. "'"^ 

Tha Iiona Star Ruab. With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H . HARDY, Crown 8vo, doth, is. id. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, €s. each. 
OnlyaMIMar. , __. 1 Th« Balt orta ol Cnlban. 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, sr. each. 
' PlotteraotParla. I Tha Tampla ot Paath. I Towarda tha Etawial gnowa, 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown «vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Oim-Rnnner : A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY I« WOOD. 
Banahaw Fannlnjl'a QHeat., Wilh a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

The Triumph of Hllacy Bla ohlalitd. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3r. 6[/. eaeh ; picture cloth, flat backs, sj. each. . 
The Look of Oerard Bldtfeley. ■ 

Tha KInfE'a Aaaagai. With S ix fu ll- page Illustrations by S TANLEY L. WOOD. ^ 

Havlland'a Chum. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. ' , 

Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3f ■ 6d. ; post 8yo, illustrated boards, aj. 



Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seven EtchiJlgs by JOHN PfeTTIE. \V. Q.' ORCHARDSON; T. MACWhiRTER. COLIN HUNTER. 

■ Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imperial 4to, buckram, au. 



Montag:u (Irving).— Things I Have Seen in War. With lefull- 

pa ge Illust ra tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean ; and Alolphron. Post 8vo, liair-bound, its. 

Prose and Veree ; includuifr Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF Lord Byron. Edited 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Port r ait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Morrow (W. C.)-— Bohemian Paris of To- Day. With io6 lUustra- 

tions by Edouard CucUEU Small demy 8vo. cWh, gilt top, 6s. __; 

Muddocic (J. E.), Stories by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6i. each. 

Baalle the Jester. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 

Yountf Lochlnvar. | Tha Go lden Idol. 

Post Svo. Illustrated boards, as. each. 

The Dead Han's Secret. ! Fjpom the Bosom ol the Daep* 

stories Weird and Wonderful. Post 8v^, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, as. 6d. 
Maid Harlan and Robin Hood. With la Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
y. 6flf. ; p i^ur e cloth, flat back, as. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8tro, cloth Qxtra, 3s. 60. each ; post Svo. lllustiated boards, u. each. 
A Llfe*« Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat, iz lUusts, 
Coals of Fire. 3 lUusts. 
Val Strance. 
Hearts. 

The Way ol tha World. 

Tha Haklnt of a Novelist t An Eiperiment in Autobiography. With a CoUoIype Fortralt. Cr. 
Svo, buckram, 31. 6ti. 



_ Model Father. I Bob miartln-s Uttla Olrl. 

Old Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges. 

Cynio Fortune. Frontisp.it A Wasted Crime. 
By t)ie Sate ot the Bea. #- In Direst Peril. 
A Blt'of Human Mature. Mount Despair. 
F irst Person Sin gular. I A Capful o' Nails. 



Hy Contemporaries In Fiction. Crown Svo, buoKram, 3^. 6(/. 



Hfs Own Ghost. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6rf.; pictute doth, fl at back, ss. 

Crown Svo. cloth, v. 6tt. each. " ' 
This Little Woilld. | A Rase (or Muilons. I Tlia Church at Humanity. 

Tales In Prose and Yersa. With Front ispiece b y Arth ur Hopkins. 

Crown Svo, ototh, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Despair'. Last Jaumey. 1 Verona 's Father. 

Joseph'. Coat. Popular edition, medium Svo, 6rf. , 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6(1. each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
One Traveller Returns. i Tha Bishops' Bible* 

Paul Janes'. Alia., &c. wlib-IUustratloiu bjr A, FoRESTite and G. Nicolbt. 
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Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post Svo, cloth, 2f . 6tt. each. 

\ A Cama ot Blnir. I A Song of Sixpenc e. . 

Ntewbolt (H.).— Taken from the Enemy. Post Svo, leatherette, is. 
Nl^bet (Hume), Books by. 

^ Ball Up.' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6ti. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, is, 

Df. Bepnard St. Vincent. P ost Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. 

iieeeons In A^t. With ai Illustrations. ' Cro»u Svo. cloth extra, =r. 6d. ^ 



Norris (W. E.), Novels by 

Sicture boards, as. each. 
alnt Ann's. _\ 

M lsa Wentvropth's Idea> Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6.t. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. eafch ; post Svo, 

Btlly Bella w. With a Frontispiecb by F, H. TOWNSEND. 



Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. 

pootor Rameau. ^ ___ 

A Wslvd Gift* Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. ^rf. : post Svo, picture boards, ss. 

liOVe'a Depths. Translated by F. KOTUVVBLL. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J-. 6d. 

Xha Woman of Mystery, Translated by F. ROTHWELL. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Pptmpose Path. | Whltal adJes, | Tlie Greatest Heiress In England. 
The Sorceress. Crown Svo, cloth", 3s. 6rf. , 

Orrock (James), Painter, Connoisseur, Collector. By Byron 

Webber, in Two Handsome Volumes, small folio, Illustrated with nearly One Hundred Photogravure 
Plates and a profusion of Drawings reproduced in half-tqne. in a handsome binding designed by Sir 
J. D. LINTON, P.^.I. Price, in' Duckram, gilt, Ten Guineas net. The Ediiton fur sale is strictly 
limited to Five Hundred Numbered Copies. , ' 

O'Shaughnessy (Afthiir), Poems by: 

Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, yj-. 6d. each. 

Hnslc and Moonlight. , ' }■ Sbngs. of a Worker. 

^' , iLiltys of Franoai Crown Svo, cloth extra, loy.arf. __^__ 

•pU^da, Novels by. Cr. Svo. cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds.. 25. ea, 

V Hteld'in Bondage. ' "'— -- 

. , Trlootrln. 

Strathmore. | Chandos. 
' Cecil Castlemaine's Gage 
Under Two Flags. 
Pack. • I Idalla. 
~ Fo]le-Fari|ie. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 
i A Last Iiove. 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. | Slgna. 
Tvro Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. t Friendship. 
A Village Commune. 
Moths. I Plplstrello. 



In Haremma* I 

Blmbi. 

Frescoes. I Otbmar. 

Princess Napraxlne. 

GuUderoy. | Rufflno. 

Two Offenders. 

Santa Barbara. 



^, ;POPULAR Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Under Two Flags. I Moths. | Held In Bond age. 1 Puck. | Strathmore. 
Syjriin. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, pictiire cloth, (lat.back, 3S. ; illustra ed boards, as, 
Tlie Waters of Edera. Crown Svo, cloth, %s. M. ; picture cloth, flat back, u. 
Wisdom. Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. SyONEY Morris. Post 
Svo. cloth extra, gj.— CHEAP Edition, illustrated boards, as. - - 

Pain (Barry).— Eliza's Husband. Fcap. Svo, picture cover, is. 
Palmer (W. T,), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. each. 



Lake Country Rambles. 

In liakeland Dells and Fells. 



With a Frontispiece, 

With a Frontispiece. 



Payn (James), Novels byt 

Crown; Svo. cloth extra, jr. 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each, 



Iiost sir Masslngberd. 

A County Family. 

]4eBB Black than We're Painted. 

By Proxy. | For Cash Only. 

High Sp&its. , 

A Confidential Agent. With 12 lliusts. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 lUusts. 



The Family Scapegrace. 

Holiday Tasks. 

The Talk of the Tovrn. With 12 Illusts, 

The Mystery of Mlrbridge. 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

Sunny Stories. I A Trying Patient. 



HomorooB Stories. I, From Exile. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Married Beneath Him. 

B^tinck's Tutor. I Walter's W«rd. 

A Perfect Treasure. 
, Xilke Father, Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance, _ 

Carlyon'B Year. I Cecil's Tryst. 
, Murphy's Master. | At Her Mercy. 

The Glyffards of ClylTe. 

Some Private Views. 



Post Svo illustrated boards, vs. each. 



Found Dead. I Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Mirk Abliey. I A Marine RiasldeMci.^^ 
The Canon's ward. ,r 

Not Wooed. But Won. ^ 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best ot Husbands. „ . , ; .•_ii_i 
Halves. I WhatHetdkCHlBV. 

Fallen Fortunes. Kit : A Memory. 
Under One Roof. I Glow-worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Blood. 



A Modern Dlok Whitttngton ; ori A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown 

SvOr cloth, jr. 6d. \ picture cloth, flat bafk, as. ■•. , 
In PerlKand Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 
Notes from the * New^s.' Crown Svo, cloth, IS. 6d. . - -^ 

Payne (Will).- Jerry the Dreamer. Crown Svo, cloth, 35, ^d. 



i8 CHATTO & WINDUS, PubiishTa, in St, Martin' fla,Aae> London, W.C. 
Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BARTLE FRHRE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. „__^ '. „^_— 

Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalogue of the, for 1902. (TWenty- 

fourth Year.) Withover 300 Illustrations. Demy 3to, ■^. -^ 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

In troduction and Notes by T. M'CRrs, D-D. I*o5t 8vo, hatf-cloth, aj-. ' . 

Paston Letters (The), 1422-1509. Containing upwards of 6oq mpre 

Letters than>ppeared in the orieinal s-volume issue in 1787-1823. Edited, with Introductloji and 
Nbtea; by jAMES GaIRDNER-, of the Public Record Officej 'A NEW EDITJON, In 6 VbUinfes. 'square 
demy 8vo, art linen, gilt top, i2j. 6rf. net per volume {sold only in 5ets\ The Edition will consist of 650 
copies, of which only 600 are for sale. The Firht Vdluine will be ready in November. , 

Paul (Margaret A>)-— Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

Frontispiece by HELEN PatersOW. 3J. 6d. ; post 8vo, illastrated biiards. ^Sf ' -' - 

Pennell^Elmhirst (Cai^tain E.)-— The Best of the Fun. With 

8 Coloured Illustrations by G. D. GILES, and 4^ in Black and White by J. STURCB^ atid G. V. 
GIL^S. Medium 8vo. cloth, gilt top. i6.r. , ' ' 

Pennell (H, Choimonderey), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3^, &i. ea. 

Pnck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fuU-page Illustrations fay G. DV MaURIER. 

The Muses of Maytalr ; Vers de Societe. Selected by H. C. Fenkell. ; 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d. each. 

An Old Maid's Paradise. | Bu rglars In Paradise. 

Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Jack the Fisherman. Illustratedby C. W. Reed. Crown 'Svo. cloth, u. 6d. ' ^ jy 

Phil May's Sketch°Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons.. jCffO^ 

folio, cloth, as. 6d. -^ '■ i'--^^', ;_- , 

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, canvas, gilt top, 55^1 

Famous VloUnlsts and Fine Violins. | The Confessions of a Violinist., 



ilins. I _ _ _ __ 
Voice and Violin: SlceKhcs. Anecdotes, and Reminiscences. 



Pilklrigton (Lionel L.).— Mallender's Mistake. Crown 8vo,, plbth, 

gilt top. 6s. ; . ; - ^ 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7^. 60, 
Bongs anc^ Poems> 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Crown Svo. cloth, 61. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of, 

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHOrne. and Portraits. Two Vols., demy Svo, half-cloth lox. 6rf. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

.With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.f. 6d. 

Pollock (W. H.).— The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 

Sir WALTER Besant and Walter H. Pollock. With 50 lUustratjijns, Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo , cloth limp, is. 

Porter (John).— Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. .Wth 19 

full-page and m any smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy Svo, cloth, yj. 6<^. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. bds.,=3s. each. 

The Romance of a Station^ . | The Bonl ofConntess Adrian, 



Crown Svo, cloth, ^s, 6d. each ; post Svo, boards, sj. each. 

._ , awmaker. H Christina Chfirr' ■■"="-"- 

VregiaskiSS. With 8 Illus trations by ROBERT gAU,BE R. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6<i. each. 



Outlay prnd^Iiavrinaker.^ _ ^ ^ |^ Christina Chfird. With Frpntispieceby W' Paget. 



Madame Izan. | *Ab a Watch In th'a Wlghfc? 



Price (E. C). — Valentina. Crown Svo. cloth, 3j. 6rf. 

Princess Qlga. — Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fo." 
Pryce (Richard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

with Fr ontispiece by Hal LUDLOW. 3s. 6rf.; post Svo. illustrated boarijp. ax. . 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

Floiwers of the Sky. With 55 Illustrations. Small cronneTo,>c1oth extra, 3^. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night In the Year. Cldwn Svo, cloth, 6s, , 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ' . 

Saturn and Its System. With 15 steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth extra* zpf. '6d. , . ■ 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous lUuetrations. Crown 8vo, clpth^c^a, &r. , . 

The Universe of Suns.&c. with numerous lUustratibns. Crown Svb, cldth eX^tS, 6^; 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo. u. 6rf. -,, - 

Rambosson (J.),— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman. 

With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut IllusWations. Cro\vn 8vo, cloth, V,6ii._ ■ , ,. , ^, 
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Ra ndolph (Col. Q.),— Aunt AbigaiJ Dykes, Crown 8vb, cloth. 7^. 6d, 
Richardson (Frank), Novels by. "~~ "^ " 

The Man iBrho Iioat his Pa«t. Withs oIUtists . by TomBrownh, R.i. Cr. 8vg, clotfi, 31. 6d. 

rm^ ■WW. . — Crown 8vo, cloth, (filt tpp, fij. eacli. 

Tha Ktotf's Connaal. ' ■ I Saml-Sofliety* 

RIddell (Mrs. J, H.), Novels by. 

A Rich ISan*p Daughter. Crown 8vo. doth, 3s. 6d. - 

Weua BtorieSi Crown 8vo, do th extra, gj. 6d. ; post 8vo, illu strated boards,'Mf ' 

n*i. n- ■ 1. . . __ ^°** 8vo, illustrated boards, as. eacli. 

Tha Uninhabited Honee. t Fairy Water. 

The frinoe of Wales's Garden Party. I Her Mother's Darlintf. 

The Mystery In Palace Gardens. | The Nnn's Curse. I Idle TaleWi 

Reade's (Charles) Novels, 

The New Collected Library EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in now !bne primei 
typ^ printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. each. 

-- ur.« ^ __^ -.^_-_^._ . , 7. i<ove Me Iilttle, ll*oira ma liontf. 



z. Pad Wofflngtoni and Christie John- 
stone. 
3. Hard .Cash. 
3. The Cloister alnd tha Hearth. With s 

, Preface by Sir Walter BESANr. 

4- * It Is Never Too Uate to Mend.* 

5- The Course of True Love Never Did 

Sun Smooth; and Slngleheart and 



6. ThaAutohlotfraphy of a Thief j Jack 
ot all Trades; A Hero and a " 
typ i and Tha Wandering Heir. 



The Double Maridatie*. 
9. Griffith GB.ant. 
xo. Foul Play. 

zi. Put Yourself In His Plaea. 
Z2. A Terrible Temptation. 

13. A Simpleton. 

14. A Woman-Hater. 

15. The Jilt, and other Stories; , and Gaod 

Stories of Man and other Anlmskls* 
i£- A Perilous Secret. 
17- Readiana; and Bible Charaetars* 



Hi Twsnty-one Volumes, post 8to, illustrated boards, aj't'each. 



Fatf Vofflngtou. I Christie Johnstone, 

■It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Cpnrae o| x;rue Love Mevex* Did Run 

smooth. 
Tha Autoblogi<aphy of a Thief; Jack of 

all Trades i and James Lambert. 
LiuraMe Little, £pve Me Long. 
Tbe-lDtiable Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 



Hard Cash. I Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. | Pat Yourself In HlaPlace. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. . 

Slngleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Storlesof Man andother Animals. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. 

A Perilou s Secret. | Readlana. 



LARCp TYPE. Fine paper editions, pott Svo, ql., gilt top, sj, net ea. ; leather; gHt edges, 3*. net ea. 
The Cloister and the Hetp th. , | *It la N ever Too Late to Mend,* 

PopVLAR Editions. mediun\ 8vo, 6ti. each. 
*Xt is Never Too Late to Mend.' I Tha Cloister and the Hearth. | Fool Play. 
PegWofflhgton; and Chris tie Johnstone. I Hard C ash. , 1 Griffith Gaunt. 

Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxb.ai'.&f. 

Peg Wofflngton. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, half-Koxburghe, as. 6d 

The Clolstec.and the Hearth. New Illustrated edition. withi6,PhotograTureand84 
half-tone Illustrations by Matt B. HEWERpiNE. Small 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, lOr. 6d^ net.— 
Also In FouVVbls.. post Svo, With an IntKduction by Sit "^^ ALTER B&5ANT, and a Fiojftispiccc to 
each Vol., buckram, ^t top, (as. the set. 

Qible Characters. I-cap. Svo, leatherette, u. 

Grelectlons from the Works of Charles Beade. With an Introduction by Mrs. Alex. 
IRHLAWP. Post Svo. cloth Ump, as, 6d. ,._ 

Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6£, eacB.^ 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrovr. With 52 Illustrations^ by the Author. ' ' 

About England with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VA;^DERHOOg.a^d A. RiMMER. 

Rives (Amelle)^ Stories by. Crown 8vp,. cloth, 3s. 6(i., each, 

Barbara Derlng. '*> | Merjel: A Love Story. ' 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe, With 37 Illiisirations by 

GEORGE CRUIKSHAMK. Post Svo, half-oloth, gf. ; 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post Svo. illustrated boards, sr. 

The Hands of JlCstioe. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. \ post Svo illustrated boards, ar. 

The Woman In the Dark. Crown Svo. cloth. 3j. ^d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards^ ar. 

Robinson (Phil), Works 1)y. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each., " * 

The Poets* Birds. | The Poets' Beasta. | The Poets' ReptllePi Flshe^, and In «! ec ,tBi 
Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normand y with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours, 5s. 

Rosengarten (A.)^— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

lated by W. COLLETT'Sandars. With 630 lUustratigns. Croyn Svo, cloth ertra, ^s. 6ct. 

Ross (Albert). — A Siigar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6i. "~ 
Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6(^.' each. 

Pnnlana! or, Thoughts Wise and Other-wise : a Collection pf the Best Riddles, Conundrums, JokQS, 

Sells, &c., with numerous lUustra^ons by the Author. 
7ffoV0 Panlana s A Second Collection ofRiddlcs, Jokea &e. Vl^th numerous Illustntl<ni4, , 



JO CHATTO & WINDUS. Publisher, in St. Martin's L ane, Loridon, W.C. 
RuncimM (James), Stories by. 

Schools and Scholars. Post 8vo, cloth, sj. erf. 

Bklpners and Shellhacks. Croyn Svo, doth, .31. 6J. '' -.■'■;'-. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Bweattaeartk PostSvo, picture.boards^u. VpIcturecIothiHat.baclE,^zf. 

Tha Prtft of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6rf.; picture ctptfi, flat bac^c, as. . . 

Russell (Herbert).— True Blue; or, 'The Lass thai Loved a Sailor.' 

Crown 8vo, cloth,-3J. 61/. , V, t- - 

Russell (Rev. John) and his Out-of-door Life. By £. W. L. 

Davies. a New Edition, with Illustrations coloured by hand. Royal 8vo, clotli, i&r. net 

Russell (W. Clark); Novels, &ci, by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ts. pach ; cloth,limp, 2X, 6d. each. 
Round th^ Galley-Fire. An Ocean Tragedy: 

Itt Che ISlddle Wateh. My Shipmate Louise. 



Ouihe Fo!k*Ble Head* 

A Vosrieg<B to lihe Capb. 

A Book for tbe Hammooks 

The Mystery of the~* Ocean Star*' 

The Romance ol Jenny Harlbw6. 



My Shipmate 1 

Afone qn a Wide Wide fi(ea« 

The Good Ship * Mohock.* 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? 1 The Convict Ship. 

Heart'ofOak. | The Iiait Entry. 



The Tale of the Ten. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^^ 6d. 6ach, 

A Tale of Two Tnnneli. ^___ I ■. 'The Dea th Ship* ' ■ ,, 

The Ship : Her Story. With 50 Illustrattons by H. C. Seppimgs Wright. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. 
The ■Pretty .Polly '>; A Voyage of Incident With xa Illustrations by G. E. ROBERTSON. 

Large crown 8yo, cloth, gilt edges, ^.r. 
Oyerdue. Crown 8vo. cloth, gitt top< 6f. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels ^y. 

Crown 8vo, cloth ettra, v. 6df each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity, with a Note by Oliver Wendell holmes arid a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean. I The Miuter of St; Ben«dlct'e. I To HU Own tSaitfir. 
Orchard Damerel. | In t he Face of the World . | The Tremlett DIambndei 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. each. 
The Woolntf of fflay. I A Tragio Honeymoon. I A Proctor's Wooing. 
Fortune's Gate* f Gallantry Bower. I Bonnie Mingle Iiander. 

Mary Unwln* with 8 Illustrations by Percy Tarrant. | Mrs. Dunbar's Secre t., 

S aint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. 
Sala (George A.).— Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vq, boards, 2^7 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences, of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, ax. 6d. 

iSecret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 

ing Experimentsin Drawing-room or 'White' Mapc. ByW.aCREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d. ' ^ ;_i 

Seguin (L. Q.), Works by. 

The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammeptfau) and the Hiehlands of Itavaria. With 

Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8v0j cloth extra, 3s. id. 
Walks In Algiers, with Two Maps and r6 Illustrations. Cft>wn 8vo. cloth extra, 6j. 

Senior (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 21. 6i. 
iSergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d: each. 

Under False Pretences. | Pr. Endlcott's Experiment. 

Seymour (Cyril).— The Magic of To-Morrow. Cr. Svo, cloth. 6s. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

' With illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MoYR SMITH. Crown Ato. cloth gilt, 3J. 6rf. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Ufe, 

the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time.' By WtLLIAM J. ROLFE, 
Litt.t). •■ A New Edition, with ia Illustrations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE- 
FERREP TO. Crown Svo. cloth pilt. v. 6/t. ^ '^ 

Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse aiid Prose. 

Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HhRNR SHEPriERD. Fiyo Vols.,, crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. each. 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 



Atlas; Epipsychidion^Heltas. 
„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 

Vol. I. TlieTwoRoraances'cifZa5trozzlandSt.lrvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamplilets ; A Refu- 
tation of Dfeism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, ami some Minor Writings and iFragineWs. 
11. The Essays ^ Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. .SHELLEV. 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of tlie Prose Works. . 

Sharp (Wiiriam),-^Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo. doth, 6s. 



CHATTO & WiNDUS. Publishers, iii St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C ai 

Sherard (R. H.).— Rogues; A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth, js. 6d. 
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Worlcs, with Life and 

_. Anecdotes. Including Drama, Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches. J okes. - Cr. 'Svo, cloth, dr. 6rf, 
^nA, Rivals, The Scjiool for. Scandal, and other Plays Pnst Svo, half-bolind, zj-. 
' Shevidan's Comedies: The Bivala and The SohooLfor Scandal. £dited„with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRAMDER MATTHEWS. With 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, buckram, gilt top, iss. 6d. 

Shiel (M. P.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. , 

The Purple Cloud. | Pnto the Thl*d Generation^ '. ', . 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Cbmplete Poetical Works, including all 

, fljose in VArcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GroSART, 
D. D. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, y. 6(1. each. " 

Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larwood and JOHI " "" "" 

piece and 94 Illustrations. Cro-wn Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. 



Sims (George R.), Works by 

'Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each ; cloth limp, zs. dd. each, 



The Ring o* Bells. I My Two Wives. 
Tlnkletop's Grime. | Tales of To-day. 

Zeph: A Circus Story, Arc. 

Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 



Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Showr. 
The Ten Commandments: Stories. 



Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each ; doth, is. 6d. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse 
selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SimS. 

The Case of George Candl emas. | Dagonet Ditties. (From The Re/tree.) 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

Crown Svo, leatherette, is. | Dagonet Dra mas of the Day. Crbwn Svo, is. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3;. 6d. each ; post 8vo. picture boards, as. each ; cloth limp, ss. 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. | Mary Jane Married. | Rogues and VagabondSi 
pagonat Abroad. 
' Crown Svo, cl6th, sj;. 6d. each. 

Once npon a Christmas Tlme^ With 8 illustrations by Charles Green, r.I. 
In London's Heart ; A St6ry of To-day.— Also in piciiure cloth, flat back, 2^ | A Blind Marriage 
Without the Limelight: TheatricarLife as it is. I The Small-part Lady, Ac. 
Biographs of Babylon : Life Pictures of London's Moving Scenes. ^ 

Sinclair (Upton).— Prince Hagen : A Phantasy. Cr. Svo, cl., 3?. 6tf. 
Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale, With Four 

Illustrations. Demy Svo, picture cover, ^d. ; cloth, 6d. ^ 

S ketchley (Arthur).— A Match in the Dark. Post Svo, boards, 2g. 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown Svo, clot H extra, 6s . '6d. 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth gj, 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, as. each. 
Beatrice and Benedick. | Long^Odds. 

Without Love or Llceuofli [ The mast er of Rathkelly* 

Crown Svo, cloth, xr. 6d. each. 

The Outsider | A Racing Rubber. 

Tha Plunger. . Post Svo, picture boards, ss. . 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

~ The Prince of ArgoUs. With xaolllustrations. Post Svo, doth extra, si-.e^r. 

The Wooing orthe Water Witch. W ^ ith numerous Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth. 6f. 

Snjazelleparilla. Decatited by G. S. EdWabds. With Portrait of 

." G. H.SNAZELLB, and 65 Illustrations by CLYALL. Crown fevo, cloth, 3f.6rf. 

' Society in London. Crown Svo, is, ; cloth, 15. 6d. 

Spei£;,ht (T. W.% Novels by. 

' ' Post Svo, illustrated boards, ss. each. 



The Mysteries of Heron Dyke* 
By Devious Ways, &c. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mystery, 
The Golden Hoop. | Bac k to Life. 



The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
Quittance In Fdll. 
A Husb and from the SeSi 



Post Svo, cloth limp, is. 6d.eac\i.' 

A Barren Title. I Wife or No Wife? 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^. 6i^.'each. 
A Secret of the Sea. I The Grey Monk. | The Master of Trenanoei. 
A MlBlon of the Moon : A Romance of the Kiii^s H^hway. 1 Her Ladtfshlp. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. I - The Dodm of. Siva, j The Wen of Fata. 
The Strange Bxperiences o f Mr, Yergchoyle. I A s It was Written. 
Stepping Blindfold. Crown Svo,, cloth, gjlt top, 6s. ^^ - 

Spalding (T. A., LL.B.). — Elizabethan Demonology; An ^^say 

Qjj (he JJeljef ip the p^jstcpcp of peyijs. Crown Svo, cloth eiftrft, SjC, 



23 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishera, iij St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 
Somerset (Lord Henry).— Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel.,6t,, 
Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

IjyWALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, y^ 6A ^ _^_^ 

Sprigge (5.. Squire).— An Industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo, 

clotli, gilt top, 6j. , ^ 

Spettigue ( H. H.).— The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. "" 

Doris and 1. Crowii 8vq, cloth, y. &/.■ 1 Carlton Prlorg. Crown avo,,cIoth,eiH top, fa. 

Starry Heavens (The) ; PoeticalBirthday Book. Roy, i6m0i cl., 2?. 6d. 
Stag°Hunting with the 'Devoh and Somerset:' Chas@ of the Wild 

Red Deer on Exmoor. By PHILIP EVfeRED. With yo Illustrations.' Crown 4tP, cloth, i&f. net. 

Stedman (E. C). — Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange' 

Story of RICHARD TREGENWA. Bacholor of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo, cloth, gi^fij/. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).— Philip Winwood: A Sketch of the- 

Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Independence. Crown Svo. doth, 3J. 6rf.' 

Stemdale (R. Armitage).^The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

8vo, cloth, 3J. 6ti. ; illustrated boards, ss. " 

Stevenson (R, Louis), Works by. 



Trayela..wl|li a Donkey* With a Frontispiece by WaltBR CRANE. 

An mumdjroaeafe. ^vTth a Frontispiece by WALTER CrANB. 

FanlKr^^bi^ea of Men and JQookSk ■ < ' 

The Suvevado Squatters* With Frontispiece Ij^rJi^'D. Strong. 

The Mervy^ ]Q[en* ,L lT|idepiBrooda : Poenis. '( Memovles and FortvaltSi 

yirglnibg||,7njerJtHqile. and other Papers, t Ballads... | P«lnfl«'Otto. ^ 

Acposfi W^FBiMxifit [yfim «Gh&r Memories and 'Essays. 

vrelp onHEi^inEHitonL. - * '^'^'. \ I In theBo nth Beas. 

Bongs of Travel. Crown 8vo, buckram, sj. ^ i 

Meiar Arabian Nights. Crown .8vo, buckram, e^lt top, 6s. i post Svo, illustrated boards, sf- 

—Popular Edition, medium 8vo, erf. ■ 
The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) With 

' Eiglit Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. 
The StevenGon Reader :% Selections irom the Writings of Robert Louis Stevenson. Edited 

by L.LOYD 05B0URNE. I^ost SvQ, clotb, OS. 6d.A bucjcrom, gilt top, 3^. 6d. 
<^fta,e fook^t R.L.S.: Favoifrit e Passages. Small'ifimo, clot h, gj. net; leather, 3^, net. 
LARGE TYPE^ FINE PAPER EDITIONS. PottSvoi cl., gilt top, 2^. net each^; leather, gilt edg^,j3J. net each, 
Vlrglnlbus Puerlsque, and other Papers, j Neiar Arabian Mights. 
FanilUar Studies of Men -a nd -Books. | 
_R. Ki. Stevenson: A Stu dy. B y H, B. BaildoN; With g Portraits, prown 8va, buckgffln ;;'6j. ' 

Stockton (Frank R.).— The Young Master of~Hysoh Hall. With 

36 Illustrations by V. H. PAVISSOWandC. H. STEPHENS. Crown Svo, cloth, y.Cel^: picture cloth, 2J, 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. By James 

,- DH MILLE. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19 Illusts. by Gilbert Gaul, y. 61/. ; post Syo, boards, -gj. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Con an Doyle, Flor- 

B.KCB MARRYAT, Ac. Post Svo, illustrated boiards. as. 

Strutt (Joseph). — Thie Sports and Pastimes of the People dl 

England. Edited by William -Hone. With 140 Blust ta ttons. Crdwn Svo, 'cloth, sj.ftjr. . 

Sundowner, Stories by- ' 

TPoldbytheTaffirall. Cr. Svo, cl., y. erf. [ TheTaleottheSerpentl Or. 8vp, cl., flat back, zy. 

Slirtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's Hunt. 

With 79 Illustrations by JOHN Leech. Post Svo, cloth, as, ■ ' - 

j gutrO (Alfred).— The Foolish Virgins. Fcap. Svo, picture cover, 15. 
Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ■ Gulliver's Travels.* Crown Svo. cloth, zs. 6d. " ■' 
Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. PostSvo,'hdf%ound, as. 
Jonathan Siarlft : A Study. By T. Churton Collins. Crown 8vo. doth extra. 8j. 

Taihe's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

LaUN. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 30J.— POPULAR ^DlTfow. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, igJ. 

Taylor (Bay^r4).— Diversions of the Echo Club, Post Syoi cl., zs, 



CHATTO & WINDUS. Publishers, in St. Martin's Lane, Loiidpn, W.C. aa 
Swinburne's (Algernon Charles) Works 



H«Ieotion« tvom thA Poetical Works of 
A. G* ^ivinbuvjie. Fcap. Svo 6x. 

Atalanta \n Galydon. Crown Svo, 6^, 

Chastelapd : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, IS. 

Poems and Ballads. MrstSgkibs. Cr.8vo,9r. 

Poems and Ballads. Seconp Sek. Cr.svo,?^. 

Poems & Ballads. Third Srkihs, Cr.8vo.7i. 

Bongs before Sunrise. Crown svo, lo^. td. 

Both well: A Traee'ly. Crown Svo, isj. 6rf. 

Bongs of Two Natlona. Crown Svo, &r. 

iBaoVga Chapman. {.Set Vol. 11. of G. Chap- 
man's Works.) Crown 8vo, 3J. 6rf. 

Bssays and Studies. Crown Svo, tzf. 

BrechtheuB : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, bs, 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo,&f. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, &r. 

Bgnga of the Springtides. Crown Svo, 6j 



Studies in Song. Crown svd, is. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8j, 

Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, tjj. ' 

A Century of Roundels. SmnlMto, 8^. 

A Midsummer Hpliday.. Crown Svo, 7^. 

Marino Faliero: A Tra^Tcdy. Crowi\8vo, 6j. 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown Svo, bs. 

MlsCBllanleS'.' Crown 8vo, 12^. 

IiOOrine I A Tragedy. Crown Svo, &r. ' ^ 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown Svo, fs. 

The Slaters: A Tragedy. CrflwnSvo, 6x. 

Astrophel, &c. Crown Svo, 7;. 

Studies in Prose ahd Pocitry. Cr. 8vo, 9^. 

The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo, 'js. 

Bosamundt Queen of the Iiombarda : A 

Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6j, 
A New Volume of Poems. Cr. Svo. {Shortly, 



Taylor (Tom).— Historical Dranias: 'Jeanne Darc,' • 'Twixt Axe. 

AND CROWN,' 'The fool's revenge," 'ArkwrighT's Wife,' 'Anne Eoleyne,' 'Plot and 

Passion.' Crown Svo, u. each. 

Temple (Sir Richard, O.C.S.1.).— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 

esqne India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svp, clotli, gilt top, 6s. 

Tlraekerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundrfe'ds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKfiRAY. Crown'Svo,' cloth extra,-3r. 6rf. 

Thames^ A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 

With 340 lllustratjons. Post Svo, cloth, zs. 6d. ' 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Siren's Web : A Romance of London Society. Crown 8v6, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Comrades True. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6^. each, 

The yiolln-Flayer. | In a Cathe dral City. 

Crown Svo, cloth, f ilt top, 6s, each. , 

The House on the Scar! a.Tale of South Devon. | The Bon of, the House.. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

, . '■^,_ duction by ALLAN Cunningham, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo. half-bound, as. ^■ 

'"'Thoreau,: His Life and Aims. By H. A. Page. With a Portrait 

■ '.; ^aaf^yiflWJ■ PostSvo bucfcram, y. 6rf. 

Tompkins (H. W.).— Marsh-Country Rambles. With a Frontis- 

' ' ^ piece. Crowrt Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. ■ [Shortly. 



Thoiriibury (Walter), Books by. 

,4:>iin&a?Xli(e and CoTcespondenae ol J. m. W. 1 

•' ''V'ntrt Wniirli-iit-e . Voiir anH T7»viB*<H 'P.flf tinn_. frrni 



-«.—..- -™.— ^ r -. '.Tl^rner. with Eight Illustrations in Coloursand 

Two Woodcuts.' New arid Revised Edition.. Crown:Svo, cloth) 3^. 6a, 
Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, illustrated boards, gJ. . ' 

Tifeeton (Ernest A.).— The Instigator. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Twilin's (Alark) Books. 

Anther's Edition de Iiuxe of the Ifirovks of Mark Tnaln. in 32 Volumes (Hmlted to 600 

Numbered Copies), price isf. 6 d. net per Volume (sold onl y in Sets.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Ctown Svo. cloth extra, gj. 6rf. each. 
' Hmvk Twaln'B I^lbrarsr of Humour. With 197 Illustrations by E. W. Kemble. 

Roughing It; and The Innocents at Home. With zpo Illustrations by F. A. FRASBR. 
The American Claimant. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others, 
. ' '•The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With m Illustrations. 
Tom Bawyer Abroad. With 26 lirustrations by dan beard. 
Tom Bavryer. D^teotlve. &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author. 
'Fadd'nhead 11711800* With Portrait and Sm ILJusttations by L5OUIS LOEB. 
*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 
*The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrjin's Progress. With 234 ^lustrations. (The Two Sliil- , 

ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.) 
*Tha Glided Age. By Mark twain and C. D. Warner With 212 Illustrations. 
*The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations. 
*I<lfe on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

•The Adventures of Huoklotaerry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBtE. 
•A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. Witji 220 Illustrations by Dan beard. 
*The Stolen White Elephant. „^ I ,. ^ The ^l.OOO.OOO Bank-Note. 

A Donble-barrelled Detective B^tory. With 7 Illustration sby Lucius Hitchcock, 
The Choice VTorks of Mark Twain, Revised and Corrected throug-hout by the Atithor. With 

Ufe, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. I Christian Science. {Shortly. 

•4.* The books marked * maybe had also In post Svo, p icture boards, at ar. each. 
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du Mond. 

The^Ua?^^ Corrupted H adleybnrg, and othgr Stori es and Sketches. With a Frontispiece. 
Mark Twaln'B Sketchea* Pott Svo, cloth, gllt top, «. net; Icitther, glU edEfes, 3^. net. 
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Titnbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vp, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Club tlfa In.Iiondon: Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hosteltics, mi, 

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. 
Bnglish EecentPlcs and EocentFlGltlBs l Stories of Delusions. Impostures. Sobrtitiir Scenes. 

Eccentne Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Il lustrations. , f k t 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. each; postSvo, illustrated boards, aj. each. 
The Way We Uva Now. I Mr. ScaFborough's Family. 

Fran Frohmann. | Marl on Fay. | The Iian d-Leaguers. 
„ ... . Post 8yo. illustrated boards, zf. each. 

. Kept In the Dark. 1 The Amerliian Senataj. | The Golden Mon ot Oranpara. 

Trollope (Prances E.), Novels by. 

r ., «... CrownSvo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each 1 post Svo, illustrated boards,':; . each. 

Like BhlpB upon the Baa, I Mabel's Progress. 1 Anna Fnrness. 

Trollope (T. A.).— Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds.. 2 ^. 
.Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith : A Novel. Crown 8v^ 

cloth exl;ra, y. 6rf. ; post Svo, illustrated board s. 2s. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

, Crown 8vo. cloth-extra, 35. 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, zf, each. 
Burled Diamonds, > \ Th e Blackhall Choats, | What She Came Throng. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Bvlde'a Pass. ) The Hutfuenot Family. I Noblesse Oblige. | Disappeared. 
Saint Mango's City. 1 La dy Bell. [Beauty and the Beass. 



The Hacdonald Iiass. With Frontispiece, 
The Wltoh-Wife. | Rachel Lanjton. 



A Young Dragpn, 



1,3*. <.___,_ 

Mrs. Garmlchael's Goddesses. 
Bapphlva. I A Honeymoon's EoUpse. 



Cltoyenne Jacqueline. Cro wn Svo, picture cluth, flat bac k, as. 

_ Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Three Men ot Mark. | In Clarissa's Day, | Sir David's Visitors. 

Upward (Allen);— The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vb, cloth; 

y. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, gj. ; post Svo, picture boards, gj. 

Vandam (Albert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrationsr by 

J. BARNARD Davis. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. ... ' 

' Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. €>d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A,), Books by.w'S^rowD 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

The Scorpion : A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. | The Lover's Progress. 
With Zola In England: A St ory of Exile. With 4 Portrai ts. 
A Path of Thorns. Crown 8v o,j:loth, gilt top, dr. 

Bluebeard; An Account of Comorre the Curse^ and Gilles de Rals: ivith.a Summary ot various 
Tales and Tiaditions. With g Illustrations. Demy Svoj' cloth, 9J. liet,? , ' ' ' > , 

Wagner (Leopold).— How to Oet on the 5tasfe, and hoW to 

Succeed there. Crown Svo, cloth, as. 6rf. ■ ■ . . ^,. . 

Walford'5 County Families of the Ujiited Kitigdom (1904). 

Containing Notices of the Descent. Birth, 'Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 Dist]i}gui!ihed 
Heads of Families, their Heirs j^parent or Presumptive, the Ofllctis they hold oi bavp held, thejJr^Town 
an d Country Addresses, Clubs, &c, ' RoyalBvo, cldtngilt, 50^.' . ' ^ f , [?re fiartit^. 

Waller(S.E.).—Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, c l.T6s^ 
Walton and Cotton's Complete An£:ler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS Nicolas. Pott Svo. cloth, gilt top, gr. net ; leather, gilt edges, gf. net. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. R0S 5ETTI. With Portrait, Crown Svo, hand-made pa per and buclc ram, 6s. 

Warden (Florence), Novels by. 

Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; picture cIoth,'l}at back, as, 

A Fight to a Flnllh. Crown 8 vo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. 

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt t op, 6 s. each. 
The Heart of a Olil. With 8 Illustrations. I What onght «he to Jo? rshsrtly. 

Warman (Cy).— The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^.6^. 
Warner (Chas. Dudley). — A Roundabout Journey. Cr. 8vo. cl.,6i. 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsiinile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper ss in. by 14 in. 2J. 
Warrant to ^^eoute Mary Queen ot Scot.* A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa. 

ture and the Great Seal. gJ. ' 

Wass ermann (LilHas).— The Daffodils. Crown Svo. cloth, is. id. 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F W. Cory. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, xs. \ cloth, \s. 6(i, 
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Webber (Byron). — Sport and Spangles. .Grown 8vo, cloth, as. 
Wer ner (A.).— Chapenga's White Man.' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. 
Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Pernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6rf, 

Westall (Wiliiam), Novels by. 

Trust Money. Crown 8vo, cl oth, 3^. 6rf. ; post Svo, illustrate d boards, as. 
Crown 8vp^ cloth. 6s. each. ■ 

As a. Man Sows. | As Xiuok would have It. | The Saoved Crescents. 
The Old Bank. 



A Wom^n Tempted Him* 
For Honour and Iiile. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Red Brldalr 



Crown Svo, cloth 3s. 6(i. each. 
Hlgel Fortescue. 
Bell dough. I Bi^cH Dene. 
The Old Factory (also at bd,) 
Sons of Belial. 
Strange Crlnies. 
Hep Ladyship's Secret. 



The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbrack's Trust* 
A Queer Raoe. 
Red Ryvlngton. 
Boy of Roy's Court. 



Wheelwright (E. Gray).>— A Slow Awakening. Crown Svo, fo. 
Whishaw (Fred.). Novels by- 

A Forbidden Name : A story of the Court of Catherine the Great. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. 

Crown Svo, Cloth, gilt top, 6j. each. 
Mazeppa. | Near the Tsar, near Death. | A Splendid Impoator. 

White (Gilbert).— Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo. 25. 
Wilde (Lady). —The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

- Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish fast. Crown Svo, clot|h, y. 6d. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, P.R.A.S,), Works by. 

Solenco in Short Chapters. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^.r. 6c/. 

A. Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 2J. 6d. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6s. . '. 

Will iamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post Svo. bds., as. 
Wills(C. J.), Novels by. 

An Basy-golng Fellow. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. \ His Dead Past. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, P.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra -js. 6d. 
J^elsure-Tlme Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Studies In Eilfe and Sense. With 36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6ti. 
Common Accidents : Ho^ to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, i.r. ; cloth, is.6d. 
, , Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J, 6rf. 

Wintei* (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 

af. each; cloth limp, 2J. 6rf. each.' . _ . 

Cavalry lilfe. 1 Reglmettt al Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Cr. Svo, cloth, zs. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, ax. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2?. each. . 

>^ The Passenger from Scotland Yard. I The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

IWoolley (Celia Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

-A'" tilogy. PostSvo.cloth, sj. 6rf. • 

Wright (Thomas. F.S.A.), Works by. 

Caricature History of the Georges ; or. Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from 
' Squibs. Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 

vi- - over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, gj. 6rf. , .^ ^ „ . 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque In Art, Literature, Sculpture, and 
^. Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FaiRHOLT. F.S.A. Crown Svo. cloth, yj. 6rf. , 

Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J , Be rnard partridge. Post Svo. cloth limp, sj. ^__ _^_ 

Zola's (Emile) Novels. Uniform Edition. Tran^ated or Edited, with 

Introductions, by ERNEST A, VlZETELLY. Crown Svo, cloth, y- 6d. each. 



His Hasterpiece. 

Tha.JoJ-of Life. 

Germinal: Master and fiffan. 

The Honouip ot the Army. 

:^ba BEouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 
'Tha Comquest of Plassans. 
.The Dram-Shop. 



The Fat and the Thin. | Honey. 

His Excellency. 

The Dream. 

The Downfall. i 

Doctor Pascal. 

Lourdes. I Frultfulness. 

Rome. Work. 

Paris. I Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 

The Dram-Shop. ! TheDowntoU. 

With Zpla In England. By Ernest A. VizeTEI-LY. -^ith Four Portraits. Crown Svo, cloft, -^ .sd. 

'ZZ' (L. Zangwill).— A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. 8to,3s.6<?. 
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SOME BOOK S CLA5S1FIED IN SERIES, 

The St. Martin's. Library. Pott Svo, cloth, «. net each; leather, 3S. net each 

The Woman In Wblte. By Wilkih Qollns. ' , 

AllSortBandCondiilonsofHen. !By Sir Walter Eesant. , 

The Cloister and. thaHeartb. By Chas. RBADB. | 'Itis NeverTooIiate to Mend.' ByOH.READ^. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. By Robert Louts Stevenson. 

Vlrglnlbns Fuerlsciue, and oxher Papers. By R. LOUIS STEVENSON, , 

The Pocket B.L.B, : Favourite Passages from STEVENSON'S Wtrks. :' 

Kew Arabian Nights. By Robert Louis Stevenson. | The Deemster. By Hall Caine. 

trader the Qreenwood Tree. By Thomas HARt)Y. J TheXlfe of the Fields. By Richard jEtrFERiBS. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler* | Mark Twain's Sketches. 

Condensed Kovels. (The Twp Series in one Vofcme.) By Bret HARTE. ' 

The Mayfair Library. Post 

Quips and Quiddities. By W; D. Adams. 
!xhA Agtfiiy Gttmam of ' The Times.* 



A JTonutiey BouadMy Room. By5^, deMAIstrb. 

Poatical Ingen^tlos. By w. T. DOBSON.i 

The- J^nShoard Papers. By Fin-Bec- 

Bongi of IrUh Wit and Humour. 

Axtlmil'tt and their Masters. By Sir A HELPS. 

BoplAj Preg8ure> By Sir A. Helps. 

Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. By o. W. holh&s. 

Onriosities of Criticism. By H. J. JENNINGS. 

Pencl^aaid Palette. By R. Kempt. 



Svo, cloth limp, 2S. 6d. per Volume, 
Little Essays: from Lamb's Leiters. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. > 
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Onrselves. By E. Lynn Linton. . 
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LintoN. 
Pastimes and Players. By R. Macgregor. 
Kew Panl and Vlrgioia. By W. H. Mallock. 
Fuck on PeffasuB. By H. C. Pennell. . 
Peeasus Re-saddled. By H. c. Pennell. 
The Muses of Maylair. By H. C. PennelL. 
By Stream aqd Sea. By William Senior. 



The Golden Library- Post svo, cloth Hmp, as. per volume. 

Songs for Sa^lorsi. By w. c. Bennett. j Scenes of Conntry Life. By Edward Jesse. 

Lives of th^ Neci^omancers. By W. god wtN. I La lilort d' Arthur : Selections from M aLlory. 

The Antocxiat of the Breakfast Table. By 1 The Poetical Works of Alexander Fopej 

, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. | Diverslonsof the Echo Club. Bayard Taylor, 

My Library, printed on laid paper, post Svo, half-Roxburghe, is. 6d. each. 
The Jonmal of Maurice de Guerin. i Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade. 
The ]>ramatle Essays of Charles Lamb. Peg Wofflngton, By Charles Reader 
CitaUon.of William Shakspeare, W. S. Landqr. ' 

The Pocket Library, post Svo, printed on laid pajier and hf.-bd., 24. each. 



Gastronomy. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Robinson Crnsoe. Illustrated by G. CruikSHANK 
AntocratRtid Professor. By o. W. Holmes. 
Proylncial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 
Whims Jdid Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. Ollter. 
The Barber's Chair, By Douglas j errold. 



The Essays of Eiia. By Charles Lamb. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LarwoOD. 
The Epicurean. &c. By Thomas Moore. 
Plays by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWiFT. . 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 
White's Natural History of Belbome. 



POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 



The Tents of Shem. By Grant Allen. 
The Orange Girl. By Walter besant. 
AH Sorts andCondltlonsofMen. Walt. Besant. 
Children of Glbeon. By Walter besant. 
The Chaplain of the Fledt. Besant and Rice. 
Beady-Money Mortlboy. BesaNt and Rice. ' 
The Golden Bntterfly. BESA>rrand RiCB. 
Shadow of the Sword. By R. BUCHANApi. 
The Deemster. By Hall Caine. 
The Shadow of a Crime. By Hall Caine. 
A Son of Eagar. By Hall CaiNe. 
Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Armadale. By WILKIE Collins. 
The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins. 
The Woman in White. By Wilkie Collins. 
The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins. ' 
Man and Wife. By WitKiE CollIns. 
The Kew Magdalen. By Wilkie Collins. 



Diana Barrln^cm. By B. M. Crokbr. ^ 

Joseph's t'oat. By D. Christie Murray. 

Held in Bondage. By OUIDA. 

Moths. ByOUIDA, 

Puck. By OUIIJA. 

tinder Two Flags. By OUIOA. ■ 

Strathmore. By Ouida. 

Peg WofEngtop ; and Christie Johnstone. By 

Charles R^A'DE. 
Cloister and the Hearth. By Charles Reade. 
Griffith Gaunt. ' By Charles Rbade. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend- CUarles Reade. 
Hard Cash. By Charles Reade. 
Foul Play, By CHARLES RBADE. 
New Arabian Nights. By R. L, Stevenson. 
The Old Factory. By WilltawWestall. 
The Downfall. By Emile ZOLA. 
The Dram-Shop. By Emilb Zola. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions op NoVELS,many Illustrated, crown 8V0, cloth estra.35. ed. each.. 

By F. M. ALLEN.— Green as Grass. 



By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

iffalBVld'8'fiate. | Barbara. 

'rA life Interest. A Pigbt with Fate. 

Slbha's Choice. I A G«deil Antujnn. 

ByWtHnan'sWlt. I Bb-s.Crlchton'8Creditor. 

The Cost of Her Pride. J The Step-mother. 

•:> A Missing Hero. 

By M. ANDERSON.— OtheUo'B Occupation. 

' 3y O. WEBB APPLETON. 
Bash iCpncluslouB. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 
Phra the' Phoinician. | Constable of St. Nicholas. 

ByARTEMUS WARD 
Artemns ward Complete. 



By GRANT ALLEN. 



Pbillstia. I 'Babylon, 
Strange Stories, 
For Malmle's Sake. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coll. 
The Tents of Shem. 



The Great Taboo. 
Dnmaresq's Daughter. 
Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood Bq^I. 
I. Great's Masterpiece. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealed Orders, 



By ROBERT BARR 

In a Steamer Chair. r A Wopion Intervenei, 
From Whose Bourne. | Revenge I 
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^HE PiccADii-LY (3/6) 'HovKj.s— continued. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
Woman of IronBracflletf. ) Under a Strange Mask. 
Fettered for Life. | A Uiulng Witness. 

The Hitrdlng Scandal. | Was She Justified 1 
By ' BELLE.*— Vashtl and Esther, 
By AKNOLD BENNETT. 
The Gates of Wrath. 

^ By SirW. BESANT anrf J. RICE- 
BeadV'MoneyMortiljoy. 



Mr Uttle Girl. 
With Harp and Crown, 
Thli Sou of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



By- Cella's Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Ur. Lncraft. 
In Trafalear'B Say. 
The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 



All Sorts ft Conditions, 
The Captains' Room. 
;,AU In a Garden Fair. 
Jtorothy Forster. 
TTnel9 Jack. | Holy Rose 
World Went WeU Then. 
Children of Glbeon. 
HeiT Faulns. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Revolt' of Man. 
93m Bell of St. Paul's. 

' The Charm. ' 
By AMBROSE BIERCE— InMldstoflife. 
By HAROLD bINDLOSS.Alnslie's Jn-Ju. 

ByAl. McD. BODKIN. 
JkttA Myrl. | Shillelagh and Shamrock. 

By PAUL BOURGET.— A Living Lie. 
By J. D. BRAY5HAW.— slumBimouettes. 
By M. A. BRYDEN.-Au Exiled Scot. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN, 



Aimorel of Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine's hv Tower 
Verbena Oamellla* dec. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Bibel Queen. 
Dreams of Avarice. 
In Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 
A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. 
Th^'Fourth Generation 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Mature. 
Ood and the Man, 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Xov«Mb for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Charlatan. 



The Kew Abelard. 
Matt. I Rachel Dens 
Master of. the Mine. 
TheHelrofldnnfr. 
Woman and the Man. 
Redand White Heather. 
Ladv Kllf)q.tnck, 
Andrpmi)da. 



By GELETT BURGESS and WILL 

IRWIN.— The Picaroons. 
R. W. CHAMBERS. -The King In Yellow. 
By J. M. CHAPPLE.— The Minor Chord. 
3'- By HALL CAINE. 

Budow of a Crime. | Deemster. | Son of Hagar 
By AUSTIN CLARE.— By Rise of Elver. 
^ By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE- 
Faul Ferroll. 1 Why Paul P^roll Killed his Wife. 
., By ANNE CO ATES.—Ble's Diary. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Snltan. | The Burden of Isabel. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 



i£^S>adale. | AfterDark. 

ifoMome. [Antonlna 

Basil. I Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 
' Queen of Hearts. 
' M7 Mlscellfuiies. 

The Woman In White. 

l£e Law and tiie Lady. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Moonstone. 

Man and Wilis. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs. 7 



The New Magdalen, 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
' I Say Ko.' 
Little Novels. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter, 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science; 
Tbe Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue's Life. 
BUntfl.ove. 



By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Blacksmith ft Scholar. | ?ou Flay ine False. 

The Village Ooindd'- | Midnight to Midnight. 

M. J.^ COLQUHOUN.~EveryInohS(ddler. 
^ " By HERBERT COMPTON. . 

The Inimitable Mrs. Maaslngham, 
By E.H.COOPER.-Geoflory HamUton. 

By V. C COTES.~Two Girls on a Barge. 
\i: . ByC E. CRADDOCK. 

rate Froplvet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

8j» Vuuahed Star. 



By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Romances of the Old Seraglio. 

By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of Qiir Coast. 

By B. M. CROKER. 



Diana Barrlngtoti, '' 

Proper Pride, 

A family Likeness. 

Pretty Miss NevUle. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Mr.'Jervls. 

Village Tales. 

Sbitie One Else. 1 Jason. 

Infatuation. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist ; or^ Port Salvation. 

H. C. DAVrDSON.-Mr.Sadier'sDaughters. 

By JAS. DB MILLB. 
AStrange Manuscript Found In a Copper Cylinder. 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 
True Tales of Travel and Advehture. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 



The Res^l Ladj Hilda. 

Married or Single 7 

"Pwo Masters. 

In theKlngdom of Kerry 

Intorferenct}. 

A Third Person, 

Beyond the Pale. 

Miss Balmaine's F&st. 

Terence. 



Tales bf Terror. 
ChroAleles 4of Michael 
' Danevltchi [Detective. 
Tyler Tatldck, Private 
Brodi^. 



Man from Manchester. 
Records of Vincent Trill 
The Mystery of 
Jamaica Terrace. 

Deacon _ _ , 
By RICHARD DOWLING. 
Old Corcoran'B Money'. ' '• 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Olrdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

A Daughter of To-day. t Vernon's Annt. 

By ANNIE EDWARDES. 

Archie LOvell. f A Plaster Saint. 

By Q. S. EDWARDS.— Bnaaelleparilla. 

By Q. MANVILLE FENN 



Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case fit Allsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The White V&gln. 
Black Blood, 
Double Cunning. 



A Fluttered Dovecote. 
Sing of the Castle 
Master of Ceremonies. 
The Man with a Shadow 
One Maid's Mischief 
Story of sAntony Grace. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. rn<ng 
A Woman Worth Win- 
By PERCY PITZGERALD.-Fataizero 
By Hon. Mrs. W. FORBES.— Dumb. 
By R. E. PRANCILLON. 
One by One. | Ropes of Sand, 

A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 
A Real Queen. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 
By PAUL QAULOT.^The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft, 

Loving a Dream. Tho Braes of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree | Queen of the Meadow. 

The Flower of the Forest. 
By E. GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. | The Golden Rook. 

Fair Colonist | Fossicker J Tales ifrom ttuf Yeid. 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayn«. 

By Rev. S. BARING dOULO. , 
Red Spider. | Eve. . ' V. 

By ALFRED A. GRACE. , " 
Tales of a Dying Race. 
CECIL GRIFFITH.-Corlnthla MeiiritzlpiL, 

By A, CLAVERING GUNTlRV j 
A Florida Enchantment. , ,< ' . ^ 

By BRET HARTE, 



A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Golden 
Gate. [Springs. 

A Sappho of Green 
Col. Starbottle's Client. 
Susy. I Sally Dows. 
Bell-Rlnger of Angel's. 
Talea vf Trail and Town 



A Protegee of Jack 
Clarence. ', .[Hamlin's 
Barhec's &nck. , 
Devil's Ttm. [celsior.'' 
The QtfoMtde of the ' £x< 

Gabriel Conroy. \ 
Hew; Condensed Novell 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— co»(i«tt«rf. 

By OWEN HALL.; 
The Track of a Storm. -I JFetnam. 

By COSMO HAMILTON 
aiamonr of Impossible. | Ttaroiiirh a Keyhola. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the (^e^nwood Tree. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. I Dnit. \ Beatrix Randolph. 

EUlce Qaentlii. David Polndezter'sDle- 

BebaananStrome. • appearance. 

Fortqne'e Fool. I Spectre of Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS.— ivandeBlrdn. 
By i. HENDERSON.- AgaihaPage. 
By Q. A. HENTY.^ 
Dorothy's Donttle. | The Qneeu's Cup. 

Bujnh, the Jaggler. 

HEADON |llLL.~Zambra the Detective. , 

By JOHN HILL.— The Common Ancestor. 

By TIGHE HOPKIN5. 

Tnixt Love and Daty. | Kugentaof Carriconna. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. | Nell Haffendeii. 
VICTOR HUGO.— The Outlaw of Iceland. 

By FERGUS HUME. . 

Lady from Hnwhere. I The Millionaire Mystery 
By 'Mrs. HUNGERPORD. 

Professor's Experiment 
A Point of Conscience. 
A Maiden all Forlorn. 
«irhe Coming of Chloe. 
Hora^Crelna. 
An Ajizious moment. 
April's Lady. 
Feter'H Wife. 
Lovlce. 



Marviel. 

UniatlBfactorv Lover. 
In Durance Tue. 
A Modern Circe. 
Lady Patty. 
A, Mental Btrneiile. 
Ladv Vemer'8 Flight. 
The Ked-House Mystery 
The Three Graces. 

Bv :: _ 

The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Persbn. | Mrs. Juliet. 
By R. ASHE KING.-ADrawnGame. 
By GEORGE LAMBERT. 
The President of Boravia. 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
Madame Bans-G&ne. 
By ADAM LILBURN. A Tragea>ln Marble 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Rhoda Roberts. | The Jacobite. 

By HENRY W. LUCY.-GldeonFleyce. 
By E. LYNN LINTON 



Patricia EembaU. 
Under which ftord? 
'My Love I' I lone. 
Faston Carew. 
Sowing the Wind. 
With a SlUen Thread. 
The World Well Lost. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy, 



The Atonement of Learn 

DundasL 
The Quo Too Muiy. 
Dulcie Everton. 
Rebel of the Family^ 
, An Oc^ve of Fnends, 



Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a, Season. 

The Dictator. 
Rod Diamonds. 
The Riddle Riog. 
The Three Disgraces. 



A Pair Saxon. 

Linley Bochford. 

Dear Ladjr Disdain. 

Camiola. | Mononla. 

Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Miss Misanthrope. _ _ 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY. 
A London Legend. 

By GEOROB MACDONALD. 
Heather and Show. | Fhantoates. 
W. H. MALLOCK.-The New Republic. 
P.&V. MARGUERITTEf-The Disaster 
By L. T. MEADE. 



On Brink of a Chasm. 
The Siren. 

The Way of a Woman. 
A Soft of labmael. 
The Bine Diamond. 



A B(d^er of Fortune, 
ln%n Iron Gritt. , 
Dr. Rnms^y'i Fatient. 
TheVoice of theCharmer 
An Adventuress. _ _ _ 

A Stumble by the Way 
' r By LEONARD MERRICK, 
. Thin 8ta«e of Fools. | Cynthia. 

6? EDMUND MITCHELL 
The Lone Star Rush. 



By BERTfitAM MITFORD. 

The Oun-Runn6r. .^ ,| The King's Assegai. 

LuckofOerardBldgelej. | Bensh.Fannins'sQuest. 
The^ Triumph of Hilary BTachland, 
By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 

Maid Marian and Bobia Hood. I Golden Idol. 



Easile the Jester. 



By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY 



Young Lochinvar. 



BobMartln'e Little Girl 
Time's Be\'jfilges. 
A Warted Crime. 
In Direst Feril. 
Mount DeSffair. 
A Capful «' Mails. 
Tales in tfOt6 A Versa 
A Race for Millions. 
This Llttle^foTld. 
His Own Ghost- 
Church of Humanity. 



A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Flrcf. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

'Val Strange. | Hearts. 

A Model Father. 

By the- Gat^ of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular, 

Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
'The BishdDS' Sibie. I Paul Jones's Alias. ' 
One Traveller Returns. | 

By HUME NISBET.-'BallUp r 
By W. E. NORRIS.;. 
Saint Ann's. [ Billy Belief. ,. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea, . , / 
By G. OHNET. 
A Weird Gift. [ Love's Depthi. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.-The Sorceress. 
By OUipA, 



Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. | Chahdos. 
Under TwoTlags. 
XdaUa. [Gage. 

Cecil Castlemaine's 
Trlcotrin. | Fuck. 
FoUe Fariae. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. | Signa. 
Princess Kapraxi^e. 
Two l^oodfln'ShoeB. 



In a Wlinter City.- 
Friendship. .■„'■' 
Moths. i. Ruillno. > 
Flpistrello. lAvisldne.' 
A Village Commune. -■ 
Bimbl. <| Wanda. 
Frescoes. 'X Othmar. . 
InMsCrenUna;. 
Syrlin. | GnilderoF 
Santa Barbara^.. 
Two Offenders, i,--. 



The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PACI,. / 

Gentle and Simple. . - > 

By JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massmgberd. The Talk_of. the Town. 



The Family Scapegrace 
. ,« « — i(-y. 



Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt Mtllioh. 
The Word and the WIU: 
Sonny Stories. 
A Trying Patlnnt. 
A Modem Dick Whit' 
tington. 



A^oauty Faml1 

Less Black than We're 

Fainted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Petil and Privation. 
Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 
High Spirits. (By ProScy, 
By WILL PAYNE.-Jerry the Dreamer. 
By Mrs. QAMPBELL PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Mrs, Tregaskiss. 
Christina Chard. ' I Nulma. | Madame Izani 

' As a Watch in the Night.' , 
By E. C. PRICE— Valentlna. 
By RICHARD PRYCE. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections. , 

By CHARLES RBADE, 



Peg Wofflngton ; and 

Christie Johnstone. 
Hard Gash. 
Cloister & the Hearth. 
Never Too Late to Mend 
The Course of True 

Love ; and Single- 
heart A Doubleface^ 
Autobiography of a 

Thief; Jack of all 

Trades ; A Hero and 

a Martyr; and The 

Wandenng Heir. 

By FRANK RICHARDSON. 
The Man who Lost His Past. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Weird Stories. ' A Rich Man's Daughti^^ 



Grifftth Gaunt. 
Love Little, Love Long:. 
The Doubld Marriage. 
Foul Play. 

Put Y'rself In His Placer 
A Terrible Temptation. 
A Simi^eton. 
A WomaurHater. 
The Jilt, & otherStories ; 
&GoodStDrie80f Man^. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Readiana; . and Biblr 
Characters. 
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Thk Piccadilly (^/6) Novels— continued. 

By AMEUB RIVES. 
Barbara SeruiK. I Merlel. 

By F. W, ROBINSON. 

Til* Hand! of Justice. | Woman In the Dark. 

By ALBERT ROSS.-ABngarPrlncBM. 

J. RUNCIMAN.-BklppenandShelltwclu. 

By W. CLARK RUSSBLL. 



Ronnd toe OaUey-Flre. 
tn the Kiddle Watcfi. 
On the Fo'k'ile Head 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
Book for tiie Bammook. 
Myiten'of 'Oceui Staff' 
Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
ATale of Two TnnneU. 



Hy Shlpniat^ tonlie. 
Alone onWideWlde Sea. 
The Fhantoin Death. 
le He the Man? 
Good Ship ^Uohoek.' 
The ConTict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 
The Tale of the Ten. 

. The LiMt Entry, 

>.v XhetDe&thShip. 
By DORA RUSSBLL.-Drlftof Fate. 
By HERQBR3' RUSSELL. True Blue. 
BAYLE '3T. JOHN.-A Levantine Family. 

? ByAMtlNE SERGEANT. 
J)r. Ei^oott'i Experiment. 
Under Falie Pretences. 
By M. P. S111EL.,™^e.Pniple Cloud. 

^^ By QEORQti R. SIM5. 
Dagonet Abroad. I In London'i Heart 

Once Upon a Chriitmas I Mary Jane's Hemoin. 

Time. Mary Jane Mitrried. 

Without the Limelight. The fimaU^art Lady. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. | A Blind Marriage. 

Buigrapbs of Babylon. 
By UPTON SINCLAIR.- Prince Eagen. 

* By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without love oirUcence. | The OutBlder 
The'^gMterofRathkelly, ''—*-«—>•«■ 



Long Oddi. 



I Beatrice di Benedick. 
A Rftclng Rubber. 



ByJ.MOYR SMITH. 

'^ ' " .' The Prince of Argolis. 

. By T. W, SPEIGHT. 

ASiBcret-of theSea. 



A BUnion of the Moon. 
Secret Wyvem Towers. 
The Dbom of Siva. 
As it was Written. 



The Grey Honk. 
The Master of Trenance 
The Web of Fate. 

The Strange Experienices of Mr. Verachoyle, 
Her Ladyship. 
By ALAN ST. AUBVN, 



'jtjxe Tremlett Diamonds. 
TUe Wooing of May 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Fortune's Qate. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder, 
MaryUnwiu, 



A FeUow of Trinity. 
The Junior Deui. 
Master of St.Benedict's. 
To his Own Master. 
\ Gallantry Bower., 
^Face of the Wbrid. 
Orchard Daiaarel.> 

Mrs. Dunbas^'B Secret. 

By JOHN STAFFORD.— Dorlsandl. 

By R. STEPHENS.— The Cruciform Mark. 

By_R. NEIL50N STEPHENS, 
Philip wlnwood. 

, R. A. STERNDALE.— The Afghan Knife. 
R. L. STEVENSON.— The Suicide Club., 

By.FRANK STOCKTON. 
The Toung Vaster of Hyson Hall. 
By SUNDOWNER. Told by the TaflraU. 
By ANNIE THOMAS.— The siren's Web. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
The Violin-Player. | In a Cathedral Ci1|y. 



By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE 

Like Ships upon Sea. ['Mabel's Progreas. 
Anne FnrnesB. . |.. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. I Scarboroagh's Family. 
Frau Frohmann. The Land- Leaguers. 

Marlon Fay. I 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF. &c. 

Stories ftrom Foreign NoveUstB. ' 

By MARK TWAIN. 



Choice Works. 
Library of Humour. 
The Innocents Abroad. 
Roughing It; and The 

Innocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
TlieAmerlcan Claimant. 
AdventuresTomSawyer 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Tom Sawyer.Detective 



Pudd'nhead WUson. 
The Glided Age. 
Prince and the Pauper, 
Life on the MiaaisKippl. , 
The Adventurea of 

Huckleberry Finn. 
A Yankee at the Court 

of King Arthur. 
Stolen white Elephant. 
£1.000.000 Bank-note. 



A Double-barrjBlIed Detective Story, 
C. C. F.-TYTLBR.— Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

WhatShe CameThrongh , Mrs Carmlctiael's Ood- 

Burled Diamonds^ desBes. 

The Blackball 6ho8ts Rachel Langton. 

The Macdohald liass. A Honeymoon's Ecllpie. 

Witch- Wife. I Sapphlra ' A Youn? Dragon. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen.. 

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 

A Court Tragedy. 

By i. A, VIZETELLY. 

The Scorpion. I Tne Lover's Progress, 

By FLORENCE WARDEN. 

Joan, the Curate. | A Fight to a Finish. ' 

By CY WARM AN.-EzpresB Messenger, 

By A. WERNER. 
Chapenga's White Man. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
For Honour and Life. The Old Factory. 
AWoman Tempted Him Red Ry vington. 
Her Two Millions. RalphNorbreck'sTrust 

Two Fbiches of Snuff. Tnist-money, 
Nigel Fortescne. Sons of Belfal. 

Birch Dene, Roy of Riw^'s Court. 

The Phantom Olty. Wit)i the Red Eftgle. 

A Queer Race. A Red Bridal. 

Ben Clough. Strange Crimes, 

Her Ladyship's Secret. ' 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 

The Shadow of Bilton.Pernbro6k. 

By FRED WHISHAW. 

A Forbidden Name. 

By C. J. WILLS.^An Easy-going FeUow. 
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 

Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends. 
By E. ZOLA.. 

The Joy of Life. | His Masterpiece. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 
The CoDqueatofPlaasans. I Oerminal. 
Ttie Honour of the Army. * 

The Downfall. 1 His Excellency. 

The Dream. | Monev. The Dram-Shop. 
Dr. Pascal. I Lourdes. t Rome. 1 Paris. | work. 
The'FatandtheThiil. | FrultfnlneBS. | Truth. 
By *ZZ. '—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. each. 



By ARTEMU5 WARD. 

Artemus Ward Complete. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Uaid, Wiie, or Widow 1 I A Li(e ;[nteTeat. 
Blind Fate. ' Mona's Choice^ 

Valerie's Fate. I By Woman's Wit. 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
fbra the Phoenician. , 



By GRANT ALLEN, 



Phlllstla. I Babylon. 
Strange Stories. 
For Malmle's Sake. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoniug Hand. 
The Devil's Die. " 
The Tents of Shem 
I The Great Taboo. 



Dumareaq's Daughter. 
DucbeBs of Powysland. 
Blood Royal. [piece. 
Ivan Oreet's Master- 
The Scallyii^. 
Thin Mortal Cloll. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealcl Orders. 
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Two-SHiLLiiiiG Novzts^i?dnUnued. 

6 Y PRANK EiAl^iiilB^'r^ 



Fettared for IiUe. 
Little lady Linton. . 
BBtwe«ii^e A Death. 

fin of Olga ZasBouIich. 
oUy> Morrison: ■ 
Llant. Bat'iiabaji. 
Honeit Davie. 
A ProiUgarB FrogreBi. 



fonird aiiUtyi; . 
A KeaoUlt^Vm^anciB, 
For LoTe.aadHo&ftnr. 
John Ford, 1&C-. 

? Toman of IconBrace'ts 
he Hardino; SeaudaL 
A ^Hlng Wltneu. 



By Sir W. BBSANT and J. RICB. 

ReMy-liIoneT BSortlliojr 



_3> nttte. Girt, 
with Harp and Crown. 
Thte Son of Tulcan. 
Thct GQldeu Butterfly, 
^e MooJu of Thelema. 



By CeUa'iArbmr. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lvcraft. 
tn Trafiilfsar'B Bay. 
The Ten Teu-s' Tenant. 



Sir WALTER BBSANT. 



All Bata and Condi- 
tions of H^n, 

The' Captains' Boom. 

All in a Qi^-den Fair. . 

DoMtlv Fonter. 

Ifnclti jack. 

The World Went Very 
Well Then. 

Children of Qiheon. 

Herr Patilni. 

For Fatth and Freedom. 

To Call Her Mine. 

!nie Master Crafibsman. 



The Bell of St. Pant's. 
The Holy l^ose. 
Armorel of ^Iiybnesse. 
S.EJatherUie's by Tower 
Terhena Oame&ia Bte* 

phakotls. 
Hie Ivory Qate. 
TSie Bebel Qnden. 
Beyond the Dreams of 

Avarice. 
The Bevolt of Man. 
In Deacon's. Orders. 
The City of Refuge. 



By AMBROSE BIERCE. 

In the Midst of Life. 

By PREDERieK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. I Chronicles of No-man's 

Savage Life. I Land. 

BY BRET HARTE. 

~ ' Flip. I MaruJa. 

AniyllUof the Sierras. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
Wlird of Golden Qate. 



Calif omian ' Stories, 
Gabriel Conroy. 
Luck of Koarlng Camp. 
An Heiress of Bed Dog. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



Shadow of the Sword, 
A Child of Nature, 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Evdr., 
FoUlove Manor. 
ThoMaster of the Mine. 
Annan Water. 



The Martyrdom of Ma- 

deUttOi 
The New Abelard. 
The H6lr of Llnne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Bachel Dene. I Matt. 
Lady SilpatrlcK. 



The Ohfrlatian. • 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of aCrime. t The Deemster. 
A Son of Hagar, [ 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of- the ' Black Prince.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTIL 
The Adventures of Jones. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a loss. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE* 

Fanl FerroU. 

Why Fanl FerroU Killed hie Wife. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. | The Bed Sultao. 

By WILKIE COLLINS, 



Armadale. | AfterDark. 

No Name. 

lAntoiiina. 

BasU. 

Hide and Seek. 

Tbe Dead Secret. 

Queen of Hearts. 

BlHorMrs.? 

iVhe J^^v MagdAlen. 

The Frozen- Deep. 

The IiSiW and tho Lady 

The ^p iiestinles. 

Ttu^9A»nt6d Hotel. 

ARogne's Life, 



My Mlscell^tntea. . 
The Woman itt WMi^ 
The MeouBtOBs. 
Man' and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves* 
Jezebel's DawcMer. 
The Black Rene. 
Heart and Science. , 
'IBsyNo!' 
The Evil Genlne. 
Little Xlovelsw 
Legacy of ^aAn, 

BlWdLOTOl 



By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

The Bar ainietbr. 
By MQRTt & PRANCES COLLINS 

Sweet Anne JPagv " " "' " ^""^ 

Trantanigration, 

From Midnisht to Mid 

night. 
A Fight With Fortune. 



Sweet and Twrni^^ 
The Village Gomedyh^^ 
YOU Flay nc Falu.'l^ 
Blaekamith andBW^ 
Frances, . . ^.?(,. 



By M. J. COLQUHOUM. 

Every Inch a fiol^Uer. 






By p. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

The prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By MAtT CRIM. 
The Advedtures of a Fair Kebol. 
By H. N. CRELLIN.-TalBiOf the Caliph, 
By Bi M. CROICER. 



Pretty Miss NeviUe. 

Diana, Barritt£ton, 

'To Let.' ■ 

A Bird of Fanage. 

Proper Frldej ' 

A Family Likeness. 

AThlrdFemon. 

By ALPHONSE dXODET. 

The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation 

By JAMES DE MlLLEj, ^ 

A Strange Manuscript ** > 

By DICK DONOVAN. 



Tillage Tales and Jungle 

Tragedies. 
Two Maeters. 
Mr. Jervis. 
The Real Lady Hilda, 
Married or Single ? 
Interference 



In-the ChitfLofNthA Law. 
Front) ZiSlDrmatlon Be* 



d. J ^ fc J 
TrackBdtOjQoom. ' 
Link by Lint , ,; ^ 
Suspicion AVo^^ 
Biddies Read. . ^ 



The Maa-Hnnter. 
Tracked and Taken, 
Caught at Last I 
Wanted I 
Who Poisoned Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man from Manchester. 
A Detective 's Trl umphs 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace 
Tho ChronlcUs cf Michael Daaevitcb. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell 
By EDWARD EQOLESTON. 

^^^' By Q. MANVILLE FEN^S, 
The New Mistress. 1 The Tiger Ulv 

Witness'^ th<i Deed. | The White Virgin. 
By PERCY FITZGERALD, 



Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten, 
PoUy. 
Fatal Zero. 

By P. FITZGERALD'aiidiothers. 
Strange Secrets. <" - - ^ 

By R. E. FRANG1LU0N. 



Second Mrs TAlotson,, 
Seventy five Brook* ' 
Street. ^ ^ 

The Lady of Brantome 



King or Knave T 
Komances of the Law 
Roues of Sand. 
A Dog and his Shadow 



Olympla. 
One by One, J . 
A Real Qtteen. 
Qveen Cophetua. 

6y HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's Brother's Wife | The Lawton Girl 
Prefaced hy Sir BARTLE FRERE 
Pandurang Han '•■i w 

By CHARLES GIBBON. ^ 
Robin Gray. i luH&nour BouWdif^^ 

Fancy Free. Flower of tho ^ejfi 

- -^ ■ The Braesof T^row 

The Golden ShaftJ -^ 



For Lack of Gold 
What will World Say? 
In Love and War, 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green 
Queen of the Meadow 
A Heart's- Problem. 
The Dead Heart 

By WILLIAM QlleBBE^T. 

^"""b^rnest GLAI^VILLE ^ 

The Lqbv Heiress. | The Foasicker. 

A Fair OolonlSt,' 

By RfcV. S. BARING QOULD 

Bed Spider, I Eve 



Of High DiBgree 
By^ei£in£^Stream. 
Loving a Dreaan. ^ 
A Hard Knot -$ 

netavt D^htk M 
Bloba4Con6y^.t.>,,^^^«l| 
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Two-Shilling Novzvs—contimteci. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 

Evary.da]r Faperi. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Qreauwood Tree. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Love—or a HaJnis. 

pavldPolndozter's Dis- 
appearance, 

Xhe 'Spectre of the 
Ofunera. 



Garth. 

Ellice Quentln, 

Fortune's Fool. 

MIbb Cadogna. 

Dust. 

B^atr^ Randolph. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan do Blroa. ' 

By G. A. HBNTY. 

Rajnb the Jnggler. . 

By flEADON KILL. 
Zambra the Detective. 

By JOHN HILL. 

Treason Felony. 

By Mrs- CASHEL HOEY. 

The Lover's Greed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 

The Honse of Baby. 

By Mrs. HUTOERFORD. 



A Vsdden all Fbrlom. 
InVBuVance VUe. 

Marvel: 

AliXental Struggle. 
A Modern Circe. 
AprU'n Lady. 
Peter's Wife. ' 



X^dy Vemer's Flight. 
The Red-House Mystery 
,The Three Orabos. 
Unsatisfactory Lover. 
Lady Fatty. ' 
NoraCrelna!.; ' 
Profesaor's Experiment. 



By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

That Ot^et* Person. I The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. | 

By MARK KERSHAW. 

Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

> By R. ASHE KING. 

A Bntwa Oame. I Passion's Slave. 

* The Wearing of the Bell Barry. 
Green.' 1 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER 
Madame Sans-Qene. 

By JOHN LEYS. 

The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN UNTON. 



Fatripla Eeq^ball. 
' The world Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
Faston Oarew. 
' My Love 1 ' 
lone. 
With a Sllkaq Thread. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce,.- , ^ , 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 



The Atonement of Leam 

Dnndas. 
Rebel of^e Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
Dolcie Bverton. 



Donna Qnlxote. . 
Maid of Atl^ens. 
The Comet'of a Season. 
The Dictator. 
Red Duunonds. 
The Ri(<die Ring. , 



Dear Lady D^ipdalii. 
Waterdale ^^ighbours. 
Uy Enemy'tf Daughter 
A Fair Saxon. 
Llnley Roefaford. 
Miss MlBahtfarope, ) 
Camiola 

By HUGH MACCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By GEORG^ MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The Hew Republic. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS 
A Secret of the'^Sea, 

By L. T. MEADE. 
^ Soldier oCFortui^e. 



By LEONARD MERRICIC. 

The Man who was Good. 

By Mr». MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt R«ctory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK 

StorlesWeirdand Won- 1 From the Bosom of the 

d,erful, Deep. 

The Doad Man's Secret. | 

By p. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Bitof Human Nata^Q. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's UttttoOlrl. 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
m Direst Peril. 
Monut Despair. 
A Capful 0' NaUs 



A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Goals o{ Fire. 

Val Btrango.j Hearts. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

Th« Way of thti World 

Cynic Fortune. 

A Life's Atonement. 

By the Gate of the Sea, 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. | 

By HUME NISBET. 

Ball Up I' *• ' I Dr.BemardSt.Vinoent. 

By W. E. N0RRI5. 

Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew. 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Rameau. I A Weird Gift. 

A Last Love, | 

By Mrs, OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladles. The Greatest Heiress In 

Tiie Primrose Path. England. 

By GUI DA. 

Two LlLWooden Shoes 

Moths. 

Bimbi. 

FiplitroUo. 

A Village Commons. 

Wanda 

Othmar 

Frescoes. 

InMaremmikk 

Gnllderoy., 

Rtlfflna, 

Syr Jin. 

Santa Barbara. 

Two OSenilers, 

Ouida'8 Wl^d^, 
and Pathos. 



Held In Bondage, 

Strathmore. 

Ohandos. 

ZdaUa. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemalne'sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farina. 

A Dog of Flanders, 

Fascarel. 

Signa. 

Pnncoss Naprazlns. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadno. 

Friendship. 

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By Mrs, CAMPBELL PRAED. 
The Romance of a Station. . 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. - 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. J Mrs. TJ'egasklss' 
Ohrigfcina Chard. | 

By JAMES PAVN. 

The Talk of the Town, 



Wit, 



Bentlnck'S Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A Cotin^ Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

TheCIyffards of ClySe. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

The Best of Husbuids, 

Walter's Word^ 

Halves. 

Ballon Fortunes. 

Humorous Stories. 

£200 Reward. 

A Marina Bssldencv. 

Mirk Abbey ■ 

By Proiyi 

UuderOQe Roetf. 

High Spirits. 

CarlyonlaiZear. 

Tram ExUok 

For Cash Only. 

Hit. 

The Canon's Ward. 



Holiday Tasks. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
What He Cost Her. 
A Confidential Agent. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Burnt Million. 
Sunny Stories. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace, 
Gwendoline's iiarvest. 
Like Father, Llk.e Son. - 
Married Beneath Hlw^ 
Not Wooed, Imt yfpti. I 
Less Black tbui We're 

Painted. 
Some Private Views 
A Grape f^om a Thorn. 
The Mystery of Mir- 

bridge^ -; 
The Word andthb WUL 
A Frlnce,of the Blood. 
A T;cying Patient, 



By RICHARD PRYGE. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections. 
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Two-Shilling Novels — continued. 

By CHARL^iS READE,. 

It li Never Too Lata to ' •^~-'" 

Mend. 
Chriitla Johnrtoue, 
Tli« Double Marriage, 
put TouTBoU in His 

Flace 
Love Me Uttle, Love 

Me Long. 
The Cloiiter and the 
2 Hearth. 

Coune of S^e lioTe 
The JUt. 
The Autobiography of 

aThlef. 



A. Terrible Temptation. 
^PoulP^ay■. .. 
The Wandering Heir. 
Hard Calrih'. 

Singlehea^a>nd Double- 
face. ' 
Qood SliorleBjDf Man and 

other Animali,' 
Fee Wofflngtou. ' 
Oriflith Gaont. 
A ^Perilous Secret. 
A Simpleton, 
Beadl^fti ' 
A Wbman-Hater, 
H. RIDDBLL. 
I The Unlbhablted House. 
The' Mystery In Palace 
I Gardens. 
The Nun's Curse. 
Idle Talef. 
By F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. I The Woman in the Dark 
The Hands of Justice. | 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 



By Mrs. J. 

ffelrd Stories. 
FalryWater. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Tht Prince of Wales's 
Garden Party. 



Round the Galley Fire, 

On the Folt'ale Head. 

In the Middle Watch. 

A Voya;ge to the Cape. 

A Booh for the Ham- 
mock. 

The Mystery of the 

, '. Ocean Star.' 

The Romance of Jenny 
Harlowe. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 

A Country Sweetheart. 

By QEORQE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaelight and Daylight. 

By QEORQE R. SIMS. 



An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on Wide Wide Sea. 
Good Ship ' Mohock.' 
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